ER 


PRINEE 67 DEN MR ns 


= , 4 . 0 * 4 . © 
| ' *. A 
2 * o Wa 
- Py - — 
— * * he *< 
o " . © of 
" f S.. 1 - 


hf 


„„ is 7 


' 6" "#3 +> 
At the Taurarres Reta in Doro 
+ ©." and Covent-GARDEN:! % 


- 
- 
= 
. 5 = 
* * 1 = 
- N 9 
| "> 11 i. 1 8 1 * te td Ls. 
. * 


nnen by WIA 


ada. 


= 9 +8 * 4 3 
2 1 o 5 
* 
1 
= 
I» 
94 * 
: =, 
„ 1. 
« 
- 
. 
* 
= 
* * 


' L O N DO N os 


3 "+ 


Printed for H. Wooprait, Meif. Hawes, and ns 
E. Jonxson, W. Jounsron, J. — 
S. Cxowper, T. La ee La 


2 e . 


Ya 9 


. 


o 
g *. N 8 <2 < 
.. aa 


>» 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| Drury-Lane. Covent-Gard. 
Ci sdus, K. of Denmark, Mr. Packer. Mr. Walker. 
Fortinbras, X. of Norway. 
Hamlet, Son of the former K. Mr. Garrick. Mr. Roſs. 
Polonius, Lord Chamberlaine, Mr. Parſons. Mr. Stamper. 
Horatio, Friend to Hamlet, Mr. Havard. Mr. Hull. 

Laertes, Son to Polonius, Mr. Lee. Mr. Voung. 
Roſencraus, . Mr. White. 1 
ui 8 1 Mr. Perry. - 

Mr. Palmer. Mr. Dyer. 
Mr. Ackman. 
} Two 1. * Marr. 
Mr. Burton. Mr. Wignall. 
Ge Hamlet's Father, Mr. Branſby. Mr. Gibſon. 
3 Mr.Y ates. Mr. Shuter. 
2 Two Grave-diggers, | Mr.Vaughan. Mr.Stoppelaer. 
Gertrude, . of Denmark, x : 3 
nes Hamlet, 3 Mrs. Pritchard. Mrs. Lewis. 1 
Ophelia, Daughter to Polo. hy 
nious, in Love wm Mrs.Cibber. MiſMacklin, 
Hamlet. 


Ladies attending on the Queen. - 
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PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


3 R 
As open Place before the Palace. 
Eater Bernardo and Franciſco, two Centinels. 


Bernardo. 


H O's there? 
Fran. = I anſwer me ſtand, and unfold 


Der. Lows live the Kin b 

Fran. Bernard: * e 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come moſt —— upon your Hour. 
Ber. Tis now ſtruck twelve, get thee to Bed, F ranciſce. 
Fran. For this Relief much Thanks ; 'tis bitter cold, 


And I am ſick at Heart. 


Ber. Have you had quiet Guard ? 

Fran. Not a Mouſe ſtirring. 

Ber. Well, Good-night. If you do meet Horatio, * 

Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make Haſte. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think I hear them. Stand ho! Who's there 

Hor. Friends to this Ground. 

Mar. And Liegemen to the Dane. 

Frax. Good-night. 

Mar. Farewel, honeſt Soldier. Who hath reliev'd you? 


Fran. Bernardo has my Place. Good-night. [ Ex. F ran. 
Mar. Holla! Bernards / 


Ber. Say, what is Horatio there ? 
Hor. A Piece of him, 


Ser. Welcome Horatio; good Ibental 
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3 Aer. What, has this Thing appeared again To- night: 
5 er. I have {een * 
b. Mar. Horatio ſays ut a Phantaſy, 
Aud will not let ber te take hold of him. 
F Touching the dreadful Sight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us, to watch the Minutes of this Night, 
That if again this Apt ition come, 
He * ng prove our „and ſpeak to it. 
| Twill not appear 
Ber? Come let us once again affail your Ears, 
That are fo fortified againſt our Story, 
What we have two Nights ſeen. 
Her. Well, let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
Ber. Laſt Night of all, 
Wuen yon ſame Star, that's weſtward from the Pole, 
Had made his Courſe to enlighten that Part of Heav'n 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myſelf, 
I be Bell then beating One 
Mar. Peace, break thee off; 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Dook where it comes again. 
Ber. In the fame Figure, like the King thats dead. 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
Fer. Looks it not like the King ? Mark it, 83 
Her. Mott like: it ſtartles me with Fear and Wonder. 
Ber. It would be ſpoke to. 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
_ Her. What art thou that uſurp'ſt this Time of Night ? 
Together with that fair and warlike Form, 
In which the Majeſty of bury'd Denmark 
Did ſometimes march ? I charge thee ſpeak. 
Mar. It is offended. 
Ber. See ! it ſtalks away. 
Her. Stay, ſpeak, ſpeak : I charge thee ſpeak, [Ex.Gh. 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 
Ber. How, now, Horatio ? you tremble and look pate. 
1 not this ſomething more than Phantaſy ? 
What think you of it;? 
& Hor. I could not this believe, 
+ Without the ſenſible and true Avouch 
O mine own Eyes. 
4 Is it not like the Kin 
2 thou art to 4 
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Such was the very Armour he had on, X. 
When th' ambitions Norway he combated. \ „ 
Mar. Thus twice before, and juſt at the ſame bu, 
With martial Stalk, hath he gone by@ur Watch. * 
Hor. In what particular Thought to work, I know not? 
But in the Scope of mine Opinion, A 
This bodes ſome ſtrange Eruption to our State. 4 
Mar. Pray tell me, he that knows, $ | 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant Watch 
So nightly toils the Subjects of the Land; 
And makes the Night joint Labourer with the Day ? 
Who 1s't that can inform me ? 
Hor. That can I; our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image e' en but now appeared to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fertinbraſs of Neræuay, 
Dar'd to the Combat; in which our yaliant 
Did ſlay this Fortinbra/s ; who 77 ſeal'd Compact, 
Well ratify'd by Law and Heraldry, | 
Did forfeit (with his Life) all theſe his Lands, 
Which he ſtood feiz'd of to the Conqueror: 
Now, Sir, young Forrinbraſi, 
Of unimproved Mertle, hot and full, 
Hath in the Skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a Liſt of lavieb Refolutes, 
To recover thoſe aforeſaid Lands 
So by his Father loſt. And this I take it, 4 
Is the main Motive of our Preparations. 3 
Ber. I think it is no other, but even ſo. 
Enter Ghoſt again. 
Hor. But ſoft! behold! lo, where it comes again ! 
PI croſs it, tho” it blaſt me. Stay Illuſion ! 
121 his Arm.. 
If thou haſt any Sound, or Uſe of Voice, 5 
Speak to me—If there be any good Thing to be done, 
That may to thee do Eaſe, and Grace to me, 1 £2 
Speak to me. f 
If thou art privy to thy Country's Fate, i 
Which happily foreknowing may avoid, O ſpeak ! 
Or if thou haſt uphoarded in thy Life, 
Extorted Treaſure in the Womb of Earth, 
For which, they fay, you Sp'rits oft walk in Death, 
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Speak of it. Stay and ſpeak Stop it, cellus. 
Mar. Shall I ſtrike it with my Partiaan? " 
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r „being ſo majeſtical, 


>» 

= « 

FN / 
F 


— 


[Exit Ghoſt. 
Me do it . 
= To offer it to Shew of Violence ; 
8 It is ever, as the Air, in vulnerable, 

And our vain Blows malicious Mockerx. 
3 Ber. It was about to ſpeak when the Cock crew. 
4 Hor. And then it ſtarted like a guilty Thing 
Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard, 

The Cock, that is the Trumpet to the Morn, 
Doth with his lofty and ſhrill founding Throat 

Awake the God of Day; and at his Warning, 

Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Air, 

Th' extravagant and erring Spirit hies 

To his Confine. | 

But look, the Morn in Ruſſet Mantle clad, 

Walks o'er the Dew of yon high eaſtern Hill; 
Break we our Watch up, and by my Advice 

Let us impart what we have ſeen To-night 

Unto young Hamlet : Perhaps 

'This Spirit, dumb to us, will ſpeak to him. 

- Mar. Let's do't, I pray ; and I this Morning know 
Where we ſhall find him moſt conveniently. [ Exeunt. 


SCHENK- I 
The Palace. 


Emer King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, Gentle- 
i men and Guards. 
=_ King. Tho' yet of Hamlet our dear Brother's Death 
The Memory be green, and that it us befitted 
& To bear our Hearts in Grief. and our whole Kingdom 
= _. To be contracted in one Brow of Woe; : 
Feet ſo far hath Diſcretion fought with Nature 
That we with wiſeſt Sorrow think on him, 
Together with Remembrance of Ourſelves. 
Therefore, our ſometimes Siſter, now our Queen, 
Th Imperial Jointreſs to this warlike State, 
Have we, as *twere, with a defeated Joy, 
Taken to Wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better Wiſdoms, which have freely gone - 
With this Affair along; 
Zut now, Laertes, what's the News with you. 
You told us of ſome Suit. What is't Laertes ? 
Laer. My dear Lord, 
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ef Father, and let the World take Note, 
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Your Leave and Favour to return o Franc; "ms MY 
From whence, tho* willingly, I came to Dexmarkyc... * 
To ſhew my Duty in oronation; n C 
Yet now I muſt confeſs, that Duty done, | ' 42 


My Thoughts and Wiſhes bend again tow'rds France ; 

And bow them to your gracious Leave and Favour. 
King. Have you yourF ather' Leave? what ſays Polonius? 
Pol. He hath, my Lord, by labourſome Petition, 


 Wrung from me my ſlow Leave; and at the laſt, 


Upon his Will I ſedled my hard Conſent : 

Ido beſeech you, give him Leave to go. : 
King. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes, Time be thine, 

And thy beſt Graces ſpend it at thy Will. 

But now, my Couſin Hamlet, and my Son 
Ham. A little more than Kin, and leſs than kind. 
King. How is it that Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Ham. Not fo, my Lord; I am too much 1th” Sun. 
2ucen. Good Hamlet, caſt thy nightly Colour off, 

And let thine Eye lcok like a Friend on Denmark. 

Do not, for ever, with thy veiled Lids, 

Seek for thy noble Father in the Duſt; 

Thou know'lt 'tis common, all that live muſt die, 

Paſſing thro? Nature to Eternity. Li 
Ham. y, Madam, it is common. 
Lucen. If it be, 

Wh; ſeems it fo particular with thee ? _ 
Ham. Seems, Madam! Nay it is; I know not Seem.. 

Tis not alone this mourning Suit, good Mother, | 

Together with all Forms, > Foo Shapes of Grief, * 

That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed ſeem, 

For they are Actions that a Man might plays 

But I have that within, which paſſeth Shew. 

Theſe but the Trappings, and the Suits of Woe. 
King. Tis ſweet and commendableinyourNatare, Ham 

To give theſe mourning Duties to your Father; 

But you muſt know, your Father loſt a Father, 

That Father his, and the Survivor bound | 

In filial Obligation for ſome Term p 

To do obſequious Sorrow. But to perſevere 

In obſtinate Condolement, does expreſs 

An impious Stubbornneſs. 

We.pray you throw to Earth | 

This unavailing Woe, and think of us $ 


3 


. I pray thee ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 


r. The ſame, my Lord, and your poor Servant ever. 


af © | HAMLET, 


You are the moſt immediate to our Throne, 
Our chiefeſt Courtier,. Couſin, and our Son. 
Auen. Let not thy Mother lofeher Prayers, Hamlet; 


n 


Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, Madam. 

King. Why, tis a loving and a fair Reply; 
Re as Ourſelf in Denmark. Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd Accord of Hamle- 

Sits ſmiling at my Heart; in Grace whereof, 

No jocund Health that Denmark drinks lo- day, 

But the great Cannon to the Clouds ſhall tell it. [ Zxeunt. | 
Maze: Hamlet. 

Ham. O that this too, too ſolid Fleſh would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a Dew! | 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fix d | 
His Cannon gainſt Self-Murder : 

How weary, Kale, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the Uſes of this World ! 
Fie on't! O ke! 'tis an unweeded Garden 
That grows to Seed; Things rank and groſs in Nature 
Poſſeſs it meerly. That it ſhould come to this: 
But two Months dead? nay, not ſo much! not two— 
So excellent a King, that was to this, 
Hyperion to a Satyr.: So loving to my Mother, 
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n 
Viſit her Face too roughly! Heaven and Earth! 
Muſt I remember ?—Why ſhe would hang on him, 
As if Increaſe of Appetite had grown 
By what it fed on; yet within a Month! 
Let me not think—Fralty, thy Name is Woman ! 
A little Month! or e'er theſe Shoes were old, 
With which ſhe follow'd my poor Father's Body, 
Like Miobe, all Tears—— Why the, even ſhe 
O Heav'n! A Beaſt that wants Diſcourſe of Reaſon 
Would have mourned longer !—married with mine Uncle, | 
My Father's Brother; but no more like my Father, 
'Than I to Hercules. | 
It is not, nor it cannot come to Good. 
But break, my Heart, for I muſt hold my Tongue. 
Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 
Hor. Hail to your Lordſhip ! 
Ham. I'm glad to fee you well; 
Horatio, or I do forget myſelf. 
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Arm'd at all Points exactly ca;-a-pe, 
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Prince 7 11 
Ham, Sir, my Friend ; PU change that Name 


with you — 
And what makes you Nom Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
Marcellus / 
Mar. My good Lord !\—— 
Ham. Pm very glad to ſee you; good Morning, Sir, 
But what, in faith, makes you from Wittenberg? © 
Hor. A truant Diſpoſition, good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your Enemy ſay fo; 8 
Nor ſhall you do my Ear that Violence, 
To be a Witneſs of your own Report 
Againſt yourſelf. I know you are no Truant ; 
But what is your Affair in Eifaoor ? 
We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 
Hor. My Lord, I came to fee your Father's Fun'ral. 
Ham. | prithee do not mock me, Fellow Student ; 
I think it was to ſee my Mother's Wedding. 
Her. Indeed, my Lord, it followed hard u 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the Funeral ba 4 Meats 
Did coldly furaiſh forth the Marriage Tables. 
Would ! had met my deareſt Foe in Heav'n, 
Ere I had ſeen that Dav, Horatio 
My Father methinks I ſee my Father. 
Her. Where, my Lord? 
Hem. In my Mind's Eye, Horatio. 
Hor. I ſaw him once; he was a goodly King. 
Ham. He was a Man, take him for all in all, 
I ſhall not look upon his like again. 
Her. My Lord, I think I ſaw him Yeſternight. 
Ham. Saw! who? 
Hor. My Lord, I faw the King, your Father: 
Ham. The King my Father ! 
Hor. Defer your Admiration for a while 
With an attentive Ear; till I deliver, 
Upon the Witneſs of theſe Gentlemen, 
This Wonder to you. 
Ham. Pray let me hear. 
Hor. Two Nights together had theſe Gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their Watch. 
In the dead Waſte and Middle of the Night, 
Been thus encounter'd: A Figure like your Father 


Appears before them, and with ſolemn March | # 1 


871 


12 erer. 
Within my Rapier's Length; whilſt they (diftill'd 
Almoſt to Jelly with — Fear) * 
Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful Secrecy impart they did, 8 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch; 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in Time, 


Form of the Thing, each Word made trne and good, 


The Apparition comes 
Ham. But where was this ? 


Mar. My Lord, upon the Platform where we watch'd. 


Ham. Did you not ſpeak to it ? 
Hor. My Lord, [did ; 
But Anſwer made it none; yet once methought 
It lifted up its Head, and did addreſs 
Itſelf to Motion, like as it would ſpeak : 
But even then the Morning Cock crew loud ; 
And at the Sound it rund in Haſte away: 
And vaniſh'd from our Sight. 
Ham. Tis very ſtrange 
Hor. As I do live my honour'd Lord, *tis true; 
And we did think it then our Duty 
'To let you know it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the Watch I'o-night ? 
Both. We do my Lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
Bath. Arm'd, my Lord. 
Ham. From Top to Toe ? 
Bath. From Head to Foot. 
Ham. Then ſaw you not his Face? 
Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up. 
Ham. What look'd he frowningly ? 
Hon. A Countenance more in Sorrow than in Anger 
Ham. Pale, or Red ? 
Her. Nay, very Pale. 
Ham. And fix'd his Eyes upon you ? 
Her. Moſt conftantly. 
Ham. I would I had been there. 
Her. It would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like: ſtaid it long ? 


Her. While one with mod' rate Haſte might tella Hun- 
All. Longer, longer. (dred. 


Hor. Not when I ſaw't. 
Ham. His Beard was grilly ? 


Har. 
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Hor. It was, as I have ſeen it in his Life, 

A Sable filver'd. .._ | 
Ham. I'll watch To- night; — 'twillwalk again. 
Hor. I warrant you it will. 2 
Ham. If i #$yme my noble Father's Perſon, 

P11 ſpeak to it, tho' Hell itſelf ſhould gape, 

And bid me hold my Peace. I pray you all 

If you have hitherto conceal'd this Sight, 

Let it be treble in your Silence ſtill: 

And whatſoever elie ſhall hap 'To-night, 

Give it an underſtanding, but no Tongue; 

I will require your Loves. So fare ye well, 

Upon the Platform, *twixt eleven and twelve, 

I'll viſit you. [Ereunt. 
All. Our Duty to your Honour. 

Ham. Your Loves, as mine to you; Fare wel. 

My Father's Spirit in Arms! all is not well; 

doubt ſome foul Play; would the Night were come; 

Jill chen, fit ſtill, my Soul; foul Deeds will riſe, 

(Tho! all the Earth o' erwhelm them) to Men's Eyes. [Ex. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia. . 
Laer. My Neceſſaries are embark'd ; farewel. 
And Sitter, as the Winds permit, pray 
Let me hear from you. 
Oph. Do you doubt that ? 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the Trifling of his Favours, 

Hold it a Faſhion and a Toy in Blood. | 

A Violet in the Youth and Prime of Nature, 

Forward, not permanent; tho” ſweet, not laſting ; 

The Pertume of a Minute. 

Op. No more but ſo ? 
Lear. Think it no more. 

He may not, as inferior Perſons do, 

Carve for himſelf; for on his Choice depeads 

The Sanity and Health of this whole State. 

Then weigh what Loſs your Honour muſt ſuſtain, 

If with too cred'lous Ear you hear his Paſſion. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear Siſter, 

The charieſt Maid is prodigal enough, 

If ſhe unmaſk her Beauty to the Moon. 

Oph. | ſhall the Effect of this good Leſſon keep 

About my Heart; but, good my Brother, 

Do not, as ſome ungracious Paſtors do, 


Shew me the ſteep and thorny Way to Heaven > 


Whild, 
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I would nog in plain Terms, from this Time forth 


H A M L E r. 


Whilſt, like a careleſs Libertine, 
Himſelf the Primroſe Path of Dalliance treads. 
Zar. Oh, fear me not. | 
I ftay too long; but here my Father come. 
Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Yet here, Laertes / get abroad for Shame, 
The Wind fits in the Shoulder of your Sail, 
And you are ſtaid for. | 
Laer. Moſt humbly I do take my Leave, my Lord, 
Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have faid to you. 
Oph. Tis in my Mem'ry lock'd, 
And you yourſelf ſnall keep the Key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [Ex. Laer. 
Pol. What is't Ophelia, he has ſaid to you ? 
Oph. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching theLord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry, well bethought ! 
*T1s told me, he hath very oft of late 
Giv'n private Time to you; and you yourſelf 
Have cf your Audience been moll free and bounteous. 
If it be ſo (as fo 'tis put on me, 
And that in Way of Caution) J muſt tell you, 
You do not 9 yourſeif ſo clearly, 
As it behoves my Daughter, and your Honour. 
What is between you? give me up the Truth. 
>; 4 He hath, my Lord, of late made many Tenders 
Of his Affection to me. 


Pol. Affection! puh! you ſpeak like a green Girl, 


Unſifted in ſuch perilous Circumſtance. 


Do you believe his Tenders as you call them ? 
Oph. I do not know, my Lord, what 1 ſhould think. 
Pol. Marry, I'll teach you; think yourſelf a Baby, 
That you have ta'en theſe Tenders for true Pay, 
Which are not Sterling. Tender yourſeif more dearly ; 
Or you'll tender me s Feel. 
Oph. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with Love, 
In honourable Faſhion. 
Pol. Ay, Faſhion, you may call it: go to, go to. 
Oph. And hath given Countenance to his Speech, my 
With almoſt all the holy Vows of Heaven. (Lord, 
Pol. Ay, Springes to catch Woodeccks. I do know, 
When the Blood burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Lends the Tongue Vows. This is for all : 


. Hare 
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Have you ſo ſlander any Moment's Leiſure, 455 
As to give Words or talk with the Lord Hamit 
| Look to't, I charge you; come your Way. 2 
& Oph. I ſhall obey, my Lord. [ Exennt, 7 
SCENE III. The Platform before the Palace 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 


Ham. The Air bites ſhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager Air. 
Ham. What Hour now ? 
Hoy. I think it lacks of Twelve. 
. Mar. No, it has ſtruck. | 
Hor. I hear it not: Then it draws near the Seaſon, 
D Wherein the Spirit held is wont to walk. 
[Trumpets a Tune. 


23 Ar 


What does this mean, my Lord ? 
Ham. Lhe King doth wake To- night and takes hisRouſe, 
And as he takes his Draugats of Rheniſh down, 
Ihe Kettle-drum and Trumpet thus proclaim 
The Triumph of his Pledge. 
Hor. Is 1t a Cuſtom ? 
Ham. Ah marry 1st : 
But to my Mind, tho' I'm Native here, 
And to the Manner born, it is a Cuſtom 
More honoured in the Breach than the Obſervance. 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Hor. Look, my Lerd, it comes ! | 
Ham. Angels and Miniſters of Grace defend us! 
Be thou a a Spirit of Health, or Goblin dammn'd ; | 
Bring with thee Airs from Heav'n or Blaſts from Hell ; 
Be thy Intents wicke\! or charitable, == 
Thou com'f in ſuch a queſtionable Shape. 
That I will ſpeak to thee. Ill call thee Hamlet, 
| | King, Father, Royal Dane Oh! anſwer me, 
| Let me not burſt in Ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy Bones, hcars'd in canonized Earth, 
Have burſt their Cearments ? Why the Sepulchre, 


t Wherein we ſaw thee quietly inter1'd, 
* Hath op'd his ponderous and marble Jaws 
x | To caſt thee up again ? What may this mean ? 
75 That thou, dead Corpſe, again in compleat Steel, 


Reviſit'ſt thus the Glimpſes of the Moon, 
Making Night hideous; aud us Fools of Nature 
So horxidly to ſhake our Diſpolition CAD: — 5 
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= -- With Thoughts beyond the Reaches of our Souls ? 
Say, why is this? wherefore ? what ſhall we do? 
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_ To you alone. 


[Ghoſt beckons Ham. 
Her. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it ſome Impartment did defire 

Mar. Look with what courteous Action 
It waves you to a more removed Ground ; 

But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no Means. [ Holding Hamlet: 

Ham. It will not ſpeak : then I will follow it. 

Her. Do not, my Lord. 

Ham. Why, what ſhould be the Fear ? 

J value not my Life; 

And for my Soul, what can it do to that. 
Being a Thing immortal as itſelf ? 

It waves me forth again. Pll follow it. 

Hor. What if it tempt you tow'rd the Flood, my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful Summit of the Cliff, ; 
And there aſſume ſome other horrid Form, 
And draw you into Madneſs ? | 

Ham. It waves me fhll ; 

Go on, I'll follow thee 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. | 
Hem. Hold of your Hand. ; 
Her. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham. Niy Fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Art'ry in this Body, 
As hardy as the Numean Lion's Nerve ; 
Still am Icall'd? unhand me, Gentlemen f 
[ Breaking from them. * 

By Heaven, I'll make a Ghoſt of him that lets me g 
I fay, away—Goon—!'l follow thee. [Ex. Gh. and Ham. 

Hor. He grows deſp'rate with Imagination. 

Mar. Let's follow; tis not fit thus to obey him. [ Ex. 


Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. | } 
Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? Speak, I'll go no 
Ghoft. Mark me (further. 


Ham. I will. 
Ghoſt. My Hour is almoſt come, 


When I to ſulph'rous tormenting Flames 
Muſt render up myſelf. 


Ham. Alas, poor Ghot ! 3 
S. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious Hearing. 
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17 
Hum. What? 25 # 

Gheft. 1 am thy Father's Spirit; *, 

Doom'd for a certain Term to walk the Night, 

And for the Day, confin'd to faſt in Fires, 

Till the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature 

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 

To tell the Secrets of my Priſon-houſe, 

I could a Tale unfold, whoſe lightieſt Word 

Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
Make thy two Eyes like Stars ſtart from their Spheres, 
'Fhy knotted and combined Locks to part, | 
And each peculiar Hair to ſtand on End 

Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine; 

But this eternal Blazon muſt not be 

To Ears of Fleſh and Blood; Liſt, lift, O lit! 

If thou didſt ever thy dear Father love 

Ham. O Heaven! | 

Ghoſt. Revenge his foul and moſt unnat'ral Murder. 

Ham. Murder! 

Gb. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange and unnatural. 

Ham, Haſte me to know't, that I with Wings 
As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love, 
May fly to my Revenge. | 

Gheft. 1 find thee apt.-Now, Hamit, hear ; 

Tis given out, that, ſleeping in my Garden, 

A Serpent ſtung me: So the whole Ear of Denmark 

Is by a forged Proceſs of my Death % 
Rankly abus'd ; But know, thou. noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did ting thy Father's Life , 

Now wears his Crown. ALL 

Ham. O my prophetic Soul, my Uncle? 

G. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate Beaſt, 
Won to his ſhameful Luſt | | 
The Will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous Queen. 

O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there 

From me, whoſe Love was that of Dignity, 

That I went Hand in Hand even with the Vow: * 

I made to her in Marriage; and to decline | 
Upon a Wretch, whoſe nat'ral Gifts were poor 

To thoſe of mine. 
But ſoft, methinks I ſcent the Morning Ai 
Brief let me be: Sleeping within my Garden, 
in the Afternoon, 


as fiſt 


| 
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Upon 
With Jaice of curſed Hebona in a Phyal, 


; ſecure Hour thy Uncle ſtole 


And in the Porches of mine Ears did pour 


The s Diftilment, whoſe Effects I 
Hold an Enmity with Blood of Man, 


That ſwift as Quickſilver it courſes thro? 


4: 


Faint not thy Mind, nor let thy Soul defi 


The Glow-worm 


That Youth and Obſervation copy'd there: 


_ „ 1 


The nat'ral Gates and Alleys of the Body; 


So did it mine. 
2 was I, fleeping, by a Brother's Hand, 
Life, of Crown, of Queen, at once berett ; 

Cut off ev'n with the Bloſſoms of my Sin, 
Unhouſel'd, unanointed, unanneal'd ; 
No Reck'ning made, but ſent to my Account 
With all my Imperfections on my Head. 

Ham. O horrible O horriþle! moſt horrible 

Ghoſt. If thou haſt Nature in thee bear it not; 
Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark be 
A Couch for Luxury, and damned Inceft. 
But howſoever thou purſu'ſt this AR, . a a 


Againf thy Mother aught ; leave her to 3 

And to thoſe Thorns that in her Boſom lodge, 

To goad and. ſting her. Fare thee well at once! 

s the Morning to be near, 

And 'gins to pale his ineffeQual Fire. 

Farewel ; remember me. [ Exit. 
Ham. O hold, my Heart 

And you, my Sinews, grow not inſtant old : 

But bear me ſtrongly up. Remember thee ! 

Ay, thou poor Ghoſt, while Memory holds a Seat 

In this diſtracted Globe; remember thee 

Yea, from the Table of my Memory 

Tl wipe away all trivial fond Records, 

All Regiſters of Books, all Forms and Preſſures paft, 


r Es ol 


And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the Book and Volume of my Brain, 
Unmix'd with baſer Matter. Yes, by Heaven: 
O moſt pernicious Woman 
O Villain, Villain, ſmiling damned Villain! 
My Tables, meet it is I ſhould fet down, - 
'That one may ſmile, and ſmile and be a Villain; 
At leaſt Pm fure it may be fo in Deamark. [Writing« | 
So, Uncle, there you are ; now tomy Word; $ : 
* _ 


Prince of Denmark, 19 1 


It is, Farewel, Remember me : 
I have ſworn it. 
- Hor. within. My Lord, my Lord! 
1 Mar. within. Lord Hamlet. | 
| Hor. within. Heaven ſecure him! 
Ham. So be it, 
Hor. within. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord! 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, Boy, come, Bird, come. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 
Mar. How is't, my noble Lord? 
Her. What News, my Lord? 
Ham. O wonderful 
Har. Good my Lord, tell it. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my Lord, by Heav'n. 
Ham. How ſay you then, would Heart of Man once 
But you'll be ſecret ? (think it ?— 
Bath, As Death, my Lord. 
4 a Ham. There's ne er a Villain dwelling in all Denmark, 
" But he's an arrant Knave. | | 
Hor. There needs no Ghoſt, my Lord, come from the 
To tell us this. (Grave 
Han. Why, right, you're in the Right; 1 
And ſo without more Circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fit that we ſhake Hands and part: 
. You as your Buſineſs and Deſires ſhall point 
(For every Man has Bufineſs and Deſire 
« Suchasitis) and for my poor Part; 
; Twill go pray. 
Her. Theſe are but wild and windy Words, my Lord. 
Ham. I'm ſorry they offend you, heartily ; 
Yes, faith, heartily. 

Her. There's no Offence, my Lord. 

Ham. Ves, by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much Offence too. Touching this Viſion here 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you: 

Por your Deſire to know what is between us, | 
Der maſter't as you may: And now, good Friends, 
4s you are Friends, Scholars, and Soldiers, 

Grant me one poor Requeſt. 

Hor. What 18't, my Lord? 

Ham. Never make known what you have ſeenTo-night. 
Bath, My Lord, we will not. | 

Ham. Nay, but ſwear't. 
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'_ #for. In faith, my Lord, not I. 


Mar. Nor I, my Lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my Sword. 


Ghoſt. Swear. Ghoſt crys under the Stage. 
Ham. Ah, ha, Boy, fay'ſ thou fo ? Art thou there old 
True- penny? 


Come on, you hear this Fellow in the Cellarage. 
Conſent to ſwear. 

Hor. Propoſe the Oath, my Lord. 

Ham. Never to _ of this that you have ſeen, 

Swear by my Sword. 

Gheft bela. Swear. 
Ham. = ſaid, old Mole, canſt work 1'th* Ground ſo 
? 

A worthy Pioneer ! Once more remove, good Friends. 
Hor. O Day and Night! but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a Stranger give it welcome. 

There are more 'Things in Heaven and Earth, Horatio, 

'Than are dreamt of in our Philoſophy. But come, 

Here, as before, Never, ſo help you Mercy, 

How ſtrange or odd ſoe er I bear myſcl, 

{As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet, 

o put an antic Diſpoſition on) 

That you, at ſuch Times ſeeing me, never ſhall 

With Arms encumbered thus, or Head thus ſhak'd, 

Or by pronouncing ſome doubtful Phraſe, 

As well—we know—or we could, an if we would 

Or, if we liſt to ſpeak—or there be, an if there might 

Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, denote - 

That yan know aught of me; this do ye ſwear, 

So Grace and Mercy at your moſt Need help you ! 
Gh. Swear. 

Ham. Reſt, reſt perturbed Spirit. So, Gentlemen, 

With all my Love I do commend me to you; 

And what fo poor a Man as Hamlet is 

May do t'expreſs his Love and Friendſhip to you, 

Shall never fail: Let us go in together; 

And ſtill your Fingers on your Lips, I pray. 

The Time is out of Joint: Oh curſed Spight, 

That ever I was bork to ſet it right! [ Exeunt. 


ACT 


An. 


Printe of Denmark. 


ACT IN SCENE I. 
SCENE An Apartment in Polonins's Houſe, 
Enter Ophelia meeting Polonius. 

Pol. OW now, Ophelia, what's the Matter ? 

Oph. O, my Lord, my Lord ! I have been fo 

Pol. With what ? (aſfrighted 
Opb. My Lord, as I was reading in my Cloſer, 

Prince Hamlet, with his Doublet, all unbrac'd, 

Pale as his Shirt, his Knees knocking each other, 

And with a Look fo piteous, 

Thus he comes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy Love! 
Oph. My Lord, I do not know, 

But truly 1 do fear it. 
Pol. What ſaid he? 

Op. He took me by the Wriſt, and held me hard, 

Then goes he to the Length of all his Arm, 

And with his other Hand thus o'er his Brow 

He falls to ſuch Peruſal of my Face, 

As he would draw it: Long itaid he fo; 

At laſt alittle ſhaking of my Arm, | 

And thrice his Head thus waving up and down, 

He rais'd a Sigh fo piteous and profound, 

As it did ſeem to ſhatter all his Bulk, 

And end his Being. That done, he lets me go, 

And with his Head over his Shoulders turn'd, 

He ſeem'd to find his Way without his Eyes; 

For out of Doors he went without their Helps, 

And to the laſt bended their Light on me. 
Pol. This is the very Extacy of Love. 

Have you given any Words of late ? | 
OD. No, my good Lord, but as you did command, 

I did repel his Letters, and deny'd ' 

His Acceſs to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad 


Come, go with me to the King. 


This muſt be known, which being keptcloſe, might move 
More Grief to hide, than Hate to utter Love. 


Come. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 


SCENE I. The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern. 
King. Welcome, Rofſencraus, and Guildenſtern. 
MRS chat ws did any ſee you, . 
The Need we have to uſe you did provoke 
Our 14 Something you have heard 
Of s Transformations ; what it ſhould be 
More than his Father's Death, 
I cannot dream of. I entreat you both, 
That you vouchſafe your Reſt, here in our Court, 
Some little Time, fo by your Companies f 
To draw him unto Pleaſures, and to gather 
So much as from Occafion you may glean, | 
Whether aught to us unknown affiicts him thus, 
That lies within our Remedy. 
Queen. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you. 
And ſure I am, two Men are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much Gentleneſs and Good-will, 
As to employ your Time with us a-while, 
For the Supply and Profit of our Hope, 
Your Viſitation ſhall receive ſuch Thanks 
As fits a King's Remembrance. 
Ro/. Both your Majefties 
Might, by the ſov'reigu Power you have o'er us 
Put your dread Pleaſure more into Command 
. 'Than to Intreaty. . 
Guil. But we both obey, 
And here give up ourſelves in the full Bent 
To lay our Service freely at your Feet. 
King. Thanks, Roſencraus, and gentle Guildenfern. 
Queen. I do beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too much changed Son. Go ſome of you, 
And bring theſe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heaven make our Preſence and our Practices 
Pleaſant and helpful to him. 
Dueen. Amen. [Exeunt Roſ. and Guil. 
Exter Polonius. 
Pal. I do think, or elſe this Brain of mine 
Hunts not the Trail of Policy ſo ſure 
As it had us'd to do, that I have found 
The very Cauſe of Hamlets Lunacy. 


| King. O ſpeak of that, that I do long to hear. 
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Prince of Denmark. 


Pol. My Liege and Madam, to 
What Majeſty be, what * 15, . | * 
Why Day is Day, Night Night, and Time is Time, 

Were nothing but to waſte Night, Day, and Time: 
Therefore, as Brevity is the of Wit, - 
And Tediouſneſs the Limbs and eutward Flouriſhes, 
I will be brief; your noble Son is mad, 
Mad call I it; for to define true Madneſs, 
What is't but to be nothing elſe but mad ? 
But let that go. 
2ueen. More Matter with leſs Art. 
Pol. Madam, I ſwear I uſe no Art at all. 
Tl kat be is mad, tis true, tis Pity ; 
And Pity tis, tis true; a fooliſh Figure, 
| But farewel it, for I wall uſe no Art. 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains _— 
hat we find out the Cauſe of this Effect, 3... 

Or rather ſay the Cauſe of this Defect, 

For this Effect defective comes by Cauſe : F 

Thus it remains, and the Remainder thus. Confider, . 

| have a Daughter; have, while the is mine, 

Whoin her Duty and Obedience, mark, 
 Hath given me this: Now gather and ſurmiſe. [ Reads. 

To the Cel:tial, and my SouPs Idol, the moſt beautified 

Ophelia: That's an ill Phraſe, a vile Phraſe ; beautfiied is 

a vile Phraſe : but you ſhall hear———T3us in her excel- 

tent white Boſom, theſe, Cc. 

 Lucen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Pol. Good Madam, ftay a-while, I will be faithful. 
Doubt thou the Stars are Fire, 
- Doubt that the Sun doth move ; 
fs Doubt Truth to be a Liar, 
But never doubt I love. 

O dear Ophelia, I am ill at theſe Numbers ; I hawe no 

Art to reckon my Groans ; but that I love thee beſt, O moſt 


. - 
1 


8 


8 beft, believe it : Adieu. Thine ever more moſt dear Lady 
1 while this Machine is to him, Hamlet. ; | y 
ul, . This in Obedience hath my Daughter ſhewn me, 


And more concerning his Solicitmgs, 
As they fell out by Time, by Means, and Place, 
All ag to my Ear. 
ng But how hath ſhe received his Love ? 
Pol. What do you think of me? 
King. As of a Man faithful and honourable. 
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Pal. I would fain prove ſo; but what might 
Or my dear Maj * 2 
If 1 bad laid the able-book, 

Or look'd upon this Live with idle Sight. 
No, I went round to work, 


. 
LEY 


And my young Miſtreſs thus I charg'd : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince above thy Sphere, 

This muſt not be; and then I Precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould lock herſelf from his Reſort, 
Admit no Meſſengers, receive no Tokens; 
Which done ſhe took the Fruits of my Advice ; 


* And he, repell'd, a ſhort Tale to make, 


ell into a Sadneſs, then into a Weakneſs, 
hence to a Lightneſs, and by this Declenſion 
to the Madneſs wherein now he raves, 
And all we wail for. 

King. Do you think tis this? 

Queen. It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been ſuch a Time (I'd fain know that) 
That I have poſitively. ſaid that, Tis fo, 
When it proved otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe ; 

[ Pointing 10 his Head and Body. 

If Circumſtances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, tho? it were hid indeed 


| Within the Centre. 


King. How may we try it farther * 

Pal. Sometimes he walks for Hours together 
Here i in the Lobby. 5 
Queen. So he does indeed. 
Pol. At ſuch a Time I'll looſe my Daughter t to him. 


So pleaſe your Majeſty to hide yourſelf 


Rehind the Areas, then j? 
Mark the Encounter ; if he love her not, 
And be not from his Reaſon falPn thereon, 


Let me be no Aſſiſtant for a State, 


But keep a Farm and Carters. 
King. We will try it 
Enter Hamlet reading. 


Readin 
Pol. Away, 1 Go beſcech you both away. 
[Exeunt _ and 22 
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Queen, But look where ſadly the poor Wretch comes 


OT *. 


I'll board him preſently. 


—— — 


Prince of Denmark. 


How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 
Ham. Excellent well. 
Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ? 
Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fiſhmonger. 
Pol. Not I, my Lord? 
Ham. Then I would you were as honeſt a Man. 
Pol. Honeſt, my Lord? 
Ham. Ay, Sir, to be honeſt as this World goes, 
Is to be one Man pick'd out of ten Thouſand. 
Pol. That is very true, my Lord. 
Ham. For if the Sun breeds Maggots in a dead Dogs 


being a good kiffing Carrion—Have you a Daughter ? 


Pol. 1 have, my Lord. 
Ham. Let her not walk i'th' Sun; Conception is a 
Bleſſing, but as your Daughter may conceive, Friend 
look to't. | | 

Pol. How ſay you by that? Still harping on my 
Daughter; yet he knew [ Ade] me not at firſt, but ſaid [ 
was a Fiſhmonger : he is far gone; and truly in my Youth . 
I ſuffered much Extremity for Love, very near this. Pl 
ſpeak to him again. What do you read, my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, Words, Words. F a 

Pol. What is the Matter, my Lord? 

Ham. Between who ? 

Pol. I mean the Matter that you read, my Lord? 

Ham. Slanders, Sir, for the ſatyrical Rogue ſays here, 
That old Men have grey Beards, that their Faces are 
wrinkled,their Eyes purging thick Amber, and Plumb- 
tree-Gum, and that they have a moſt plentiful Lack of 
Wit, together with moſt weak Hams ; all which, Six, 
tho? I molt potently believe, yet I hold it not Honeſty to 
have it thus ſer down ; for you yourſelf, Sir, ſhall 
old, as I am, if, hike a Crab you could go backward. 

Pol. Tho? this be Madnefs, yet there's Method in't: 
Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord ? ö 

Ham. Into my Grave. | 

Pol. Marry, that's out of the Air indeed : How pre; 


nant his Replies are! a Happineſs that often M hats 


on. My Lord, I will take my Leave of you. 
Ham. You cannot take from me any Thing that I will 
not more willingly part withal, except my Life, 
Pol. Fare you well, my Lord. | 
Ham. Theſe tedious old Fools. 
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Enter Guildenſtern and Roſeneraus. 

Pol. You go to ſeek Lord Hamer, there he is. [Ex. 

Rof. Save you, Sir. | 

Guild. My honour'd Lord. 

Ne. My dear Lord. 

Ham. My excellent good Friends! How doſt theu, 
Guildenſtern ? Ah, Roſencraus ] good Lads, how do you 
both ? Well, what News ? 

Ref. None, my Lord, but the World's honeſt. 

Ham. Then is Doomfday near? Sure your News is 
not true. But in the beaten Way of Friendſhip, what 
makes you at Elinor ? © | 

Rof. To viſit you, my Lord; no other Occaſion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 'Thanks, 
but I thank you. Were you not ſent for ? Is it your 
own inclining ? Is it a free Viſitation ? Come, come, 
deal juſtly with me: Nay ſpeak. 

Guil. What ſhould we ſay, my Lord? 

Ham.- Any Thing, but to the Purpoſe you were ſent 

for; there is a Kind of Confeſſion in your Looks, which 


2 


your Modeſties have not Craft enough to colour. I know 


the good King and Queen have ſent for you. 
Rof. To what End, my Lord ? 
Ham. Nay, that you muſt teach me : But let me con- 


jure you, by the Rights of our Fellowſhips, by the Con- 


ſonancy of our Youth, by the Obligation of our Love, 
and by what more dear a better Propoſer could e 

you withal ; be even and direct with me, whether you 
were ſent for or no. a | 

Rof. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay, then I have an Eye of you; if you love 
me; hold not off. 

Guil. My Lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; ſo ſhall my Anticipation 
prevent your Diſcovery, and your Secrecy tothe King 
and Queen moult no Feather. I have, of late, but 
wherefore [know not, loft all Mirth, foregone all Cuſtom 
of Exerciſes, and indeed it goes fo heavily with my Diſ- 
poſition, that this goodly Frame, the Earth, ſeems tome 
a fteri] Promontory; this moſt excellent Canopy the 
Air, this majeſtical Roof fretted with golden Fire, why, 
it appears nothing to me, but a foul and peſtilent C. 
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| Wind i Is ſoutherly, I know a Hawk . a Handfaw. 
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of Vapours. What a Piece of Work is Man ! | 
— noble in Reaſon! How infinite in Faculties! In Form 


and moving how expreſs and admirable ! In Action how 
hkean Angel! InApprehenſion the Beauty of the Mord, 
the Paragon of Animals! And to me what 1s this 

uinteſſence of Duſt? Man delights not me, nor Woman 
neither, though by your — ſeem to ſay ſo. | 

Ro/. My Lord, x ©. was no ſuch Stuff in my Thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I faid, Man de- 
lights not me. 

Ref. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenten Entertainment the Players ſhalt receive 
from you. We met with them on the Way, and hither 
are they coming to offer you Service. 

Ham. He that plays the King ſhall be welcome ; = 
Majeſty ſhall have Tribute of me, the adventurousKni 
mall uſe his Foil and Target; the Lover ſhall not 128 
gratis; the humorous Man mall end his Part in 1 3 
and the Lady ſhall ſpeak her Mind freely, or the blank 


Verſe ſhall halt for't. What Players are they ? 


R/. Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch Delight 
in; the Tragedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travel ? Their Reſidence 
both in Reputation and Profit was better both Ways. Do 
they hold the fame Eſtimation they did when I was in 
the City ? Are they fo followed ? 

af: of. No, indeed, they are not. 

am. It is not very ſtrange; for my Uncle is Ling, of 
Denmark, and thoſe that would e Mouths at him 
while my Father lived, now give twenty, forty, fifty, 
nay a hundred Ducats a- piece for his Picture in little: 
there is ſomething in this more than natural, if Philo- 
ſophy could find it out. 14 Flurifp. 

Guil. Shall we call the Players? 


Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to EH, your 
Hands; come then, tie Appurtenance of Welcome is 


Faſhion and Ce-emony: Butmy Uncle-Father andAunt- 


Mother are deceived. 
Guil. In what, my dear Lord? 
Ham. I am but mad North North-Weſt ; when the 


Enter Polonius. 
Pol. We'll be with you Gentlemen. 
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HAMLET, 

Han. Hark you, Guilde and Ryo/encraxs ; that 
great Baby that you ſee. 1s not yet out of his 
Swaclling-clouts. 

Ne Haply he is the ſecond Time come to them; for 
they ſay an old Man is twice a Child. 

Ham. I prophecy that he comes to tell me of the 
Players; mark it: You ſay right, Sir, a Monday Morn- 
ing, 'twas then, indeed. | | 

Pal. My Lord, I have News to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, I have News to tell you; when Ro/- 
cius was an Actor in Rome—— 

Pal. The Actors are come hither, my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine Honour — | 

Ham. Then came each Actor on his Aſs—— 

Pol. The beſt Actors in the World, either for Tra- 
gedy, Comedy, Hiſtory, Paſtoral, Paſtoral-Comical, Hiſ- 
torical-Paſtoral; Scene undividable, or Poem unlimited: 
Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plaut us too light, for the 
| Law of Wit and Liberty. Theſe are the only _ 

1 Ham. O, Teptha, ju of Jjrac!, what a Treaſure 
rn 

Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, the 
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which he loved paſſing well. 
Pel. Still on my Daughter ! [ Afece. ' 
Ham. Am not i'th'right, old Feprha ? 


Pol. If you call me Teptha, my Lord, I have a 
Daughter that I love paſſing well. 
| Ham. Nay, that follows not. 
Pol. Nay, what fullows then, my Lord? 4 
Ham. Why as by Lot, God wot, * and then you know, 1 
it came to paſs, as moſt Iike it was: The firſt Row of ' 
the Rubric will ſhew you more; for look where my | 
Abridgments come. , 
; Enter Players. | 


Han. Vou are welcome, Maſters. O my old Friend! 
why thy Face 1s valenc'd ſince I ſaw theelaſt; com'i| thou 
to beard me in Denmark? What my young Lady and 
Miſtreſs | marry you Ladyſhip is grown nearer to Hea- 
ven than when 1 ſaw you lat by the Altitude of a Chopin: 
I wiſh your Voice, like a Piece of uncurrent Gold, be 
not. crack'd within the Ring. Maſters, you are all wel- 

| come, 


a 


4 
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F | | 
come; we'll een to't like friendly Falconers, fly at any 
Thing we ſee, we'll have a Speech ftrait ; come, give us 
a Tal of your Quality, come, a paſſionate Speech. 
Play. t —_— my good Lord ? | 
Ham. I heard ſpeak me a Speeeh once, but it was 
never ated; or, if it was, not above once, for the Play 
I remember pleaſed not the Million, twas Caviar to the 
Multitude. Ine Speech in't Ichiefly lov'd, twas Duras s 
Tale to Dido; and thereabout of it eſpecially where he 
ſpeaks of Priam's Slaughter. If it live in your Memory, 
begin at this Line, let me fee, let me ſee—The rugged 
Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian Beaſt—Beaſt! no, that's not 
it yet it begins with Pyrrbut. 
The ru 4 Pyrrhus, he whoſe fable Arms, 
Black 1 Purpoſe did the Night reſemble. 
Old Grandfire Priam ſeeks.” * 
Pol. My Lord, well ſpoken, with good Accent, and 
good Diſcretion. 
Ham. So proceed you. 
Play. Auon he finds him 
Striking too ſhort at Greeks, His antique Sword, 
Rebellions to his Arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command ; unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in Rage ftrikes wide, 
But with the Whiff and Wind of his fell Sword, 
Th' unnerved Father falls. 
But as we often ſee, againſt ſome Storm, 
A Silence in the Heav ns, the Rack ſtand ſtill, 
The bold Wind ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 
As huſh as Death ; anon the dreadful Thander 
Doth rend the Region: So after Pyrrbus' Pauſe, 
A rouſed Vengeance ſets him new a-work ; 
And never did the Cyclops Hammers fall 
On Mars his. Armour, forg'd for Proof eterne, 
With leſs Remorſe than Pyrrbus” bleeding Sword 
Now falls on Priam. 
Out, out, thou Strumpet Fortune ! 
Pel. This is too long. ; 
Ham. It hall to the Barber's with your Beard. Prithee 
ſay on, he's for a Jig, or a Tale of Bawdry, or he fleops. 
Say on, and come to Hecuba. 
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Ham. The mobled Queen ! 


© Pal. That's | 3 | 
Play. Ran bare-foot up and down threatning the 


A Clout upon that Head (Flames ; 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe | 
A Blanket in th' Alarm of Fear caught up: 
Who this had ſcen, with Tongue . ſteep'd, 
*Gainft Fortune's State would Treaſon have pronounc'd. 
Pol. Look whether he has not turn'd his Colour, and 
has Tears in's Eyes. Prithce no more. 
Ham. "Tis well, Pll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of this 
Toon. Good, my Lord, will you fee the Players well be- 
ſtowed? Do you hear? let them be well uſed, for they 
are the Abſtract and brief Chronicles of the Time: After 


pour Death, you were better to have a bad Epitaph, than 


their ill Report while you live. 
Pol. My Lord, I will uſe them according to their Deſert. 
Ham. Much better ; uſe every Man, Sir, according to 


| his Deſert, and who ſhall eſcape Whipping ? Uſe them 


after your own Honour and Dignity. 'The leſs they de- 
ſerve, the more Merit is in your Bounty, Take them in. 
Pol. Come, Sirs. | 
Ham. Follow him, Friends ; we'll have a Play Ta- | 
morrow, Doſt thou hear me, old Friend? My good 
Friends, Pl leave you till Night: You're welcome to 


R/ Farewel, my Lord. [Ex. Roſ. Guild. 

Ham. Can you play the Murder of Gonzago? [ ToPlayer. 

Play. AY. my Lord. 

Ham, We'll have it To-morrow Night; you could for 
Need ſtudy a Speech of ſome Dozen Lines, whichIwould 


ſet down, and inſert, could you not? 


Play. Ay, my Lord. ? 
Ham. Very well; follow that Lord, and look you 
mock him not. "Exeunt all but Hamlet, 


O what a Wretch and peaſant Slave am I! 
Is it not monſtrous that this Player here, 


But in a Fiction, in a Dream of Paſſion, 


Could force his Soul fo to his own Conceit, 

That from her Working all the Viſage warm'd, 

Tears in his Eyes, Diſtraction in his Aſpect, 
| . A broken 


A breken Voice, and his whole Function ſuiting 

With Forms to his Conceit, and all for gathigg ? 
For Hecu'a ? " 3 1 
What's Hecubæ to him, or he to Hecubay, T7 _. 
That he ſhould weep for her? What would he do, 
Had he the Motive and thit Ground for Paſhon 
That I have ? He would drown the Stage with Tears, 

Make mad the Guilty, and appal the Free, 
Cenfound the Ign'rant, and a:naze indeed 

The very Faculties of Eyes and Ears: 

But Jam a Pigeon-bver'd, and lack Gall 

To make Oppreſſion bitter, or ere this 

I ſhould have fatted all the Regnon Kites 

With this Slave's Offal. Bloody, bawdy Villain! 
Remorſeleſs, treacherous, letcherous, kindleſs Villain! 
Why, what an Aſs am I? This is mot brave, 

That I, the Son of a dear Father murder'd, 
Prompted to my Revenge by Heav'n and Hell, 

Muſt like a Whore unpack my Heart with Words, 
And fall a curſing like a very Drab, a Scullion ; fie 

upon't! foh ! | 

About my Brain: Hum ! I have heard, 

That guilty Creatures, fitting at a Play, 

Have the very Cunning of the Scene 

Been ſtruck fo to the Soul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their MalefaQtions ; | f 
For Murder, tho” it have no Tongue, will ſpeak 3 
With moſt miraculous Organ. Pll have thoſe Players 
Play ſomething like the Murder of my Father, 
Before my Uncle. III obſerve his Looks, 

Pl tent him to the Quick; if he looks pale, 

I know my Courſe. The Spirit that I have ſeen 

May be a Devil, and the Devil may have Power 

T'aſſume a pleaſing Shape; yea, and perhaps 

Out of my Weakneſs, and my * 

As he 15 very potent with ſuch Spirits, 

Abuſes me to damn me. Ill have Grounds 

More relative than this; the Play's the Thing | 
Wherein I'll catch the Conſcience of the King. [Zit. 
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Enter King, Nen, Polanius, , Ophelia, Roſencraus, 
| Guildenſtern, Gentlemen, and Guard:. 


King. ND can by no Drift of Conference 
Get . why he puts on this Con- 
fuſion? 
Rof. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted; 
But from what Cauſe he will by no Means — 
Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded ; 
at with a crafty Madntfs keeps aloof, 
hen we ſhould bring him on to ſome Confeſſion 
Of his true State. 
Queen. Did he receive you well? 
Ro/. Moſt civilly. 
Guil. But with much forcing of his Diſpoſition. 
- Ro. Unapt to queſtion ; but of our Demands 
Moſt free in his Reply. 
274 Did you invite him to any Paſtime ? 
of. Madam, it fo fell out, that certain Players 
We o'ertook on the Way ; of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeem in him a Kind of Joy , 
To hear of it; about the Court, 
And (as I think) have already Order 
This ight to play before him. 
Pol. Tis moit true: 
And he beſeech'd me to intreat your Majeſties 
To hear and fee the Matter. 
King. With all my Heart, 
And it doth much content me 
To hear him fo inclin'd: 
Good Gentlemen, give him a further Edge, 
And urge him to theſe Delights. 
Ref. We ſhall, my Lord. [ Exeunt. Roſ. and Guil. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, | 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as it were by Accident, may meet 
©-+4-!:2 here: her Father and myſel 
Wall to beſtow ourſelves, that, ſeeing and unſeen, 
Vemay ok their Encounter judge, 
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And 


The Pangs of deſpis'd , the Law's Delay, 


Prince of Denmark.” 
And gather by him as he is behav'd, 
If't be the Affliction of Love, or no, 
That thus he ſuffers for. 
ween. I ſhall obey : 

And for my Part, Ophelia, I do wiſh 
That your good Beauties be the happy Cauſe 
Of Hamlets Wildneſs: So I hope your Virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted Way again, 
'To both your Honours. 

Opb. Madam, I wiſh I may. [Ex. Queen. 

Pot. Ophelia, walk you here, whilſt we 
(If fo your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe) retire conceaP'd : 
I hear him coming: retire, my Lord. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be ? That is the Queſtion. 
Whether 'tis nobler in the Mind, to ſuffer | | 
The Slings and Arrows of Fortune; 3 
Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of 'Troubles, . 
And by oppoſing end them? To die, to ſleep _ 7 
No more; and by a Sleep, to ſay we end 
The Heart-ach, and the Thouſand nat' ral Shocks 
That Fleſh is Heir to; "tis a Conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſhed. To die, to fleep ;— ; 
To ſleep? perchance to dream; ay, there's the Rub; 
For in that Sleep of Death what may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal Coil, 
Muſt give us Pauſe :—There's the Reſpet 
That makes Calamity of ſo long Life. | 
For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of Time, 
Lh' Oppreſſor's Wrong, the proud Man's Contumely, 


The Inſofence of Office, and the Spurns 

That patient Merit of the Unworthy takes, 
When he himſelf might his Quietus make 

With a bare Bodkin ? Who would Fardels bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a Life ? 

But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
(That undiſcover'd Country, whoſe Bourn 
No Traveller returns) puzzles the Will; 

And makes us rather thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 

1 B 5 Thus 


Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of as all; 
And thus the healthful Face of Reſolution 
I ficklied o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought; 
—— "qr you of great Pith, and Moment, 
Wich this Re their Currents turn awry, 
And loſe the Name of Action —“ Soft you now.“ 

The-fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy Oriſons 
Be all my Sins remembered. 

Oph. Good my Lord, how do you ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you, well. 

Oph. My Lord, I have Remembrance of yours, 
That I have longed to re-deliver ; 
Pray you now receive them. 


Ham. No, not I, I never gave you aught. 
Oph. „ rl Lord, you know right well you 


And with them Words of ſo ſweet Breath compos'd, 
As made theſe Things more rich: Their Perfume loſt, 
Take theſe again; for to the noble Mind 

Rich Giſts wax poor, When Givers prove unkind. | 
There, my Lord. — . | 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeſt ? | 

Op. My Lord! 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Ob. What means your Lordſhip? : 

Ham. That if you be honeſt and fair, you ſhould ad- 
mit no Diſcqurſe to your Beauty. 

OD. Could Beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce 
than with Honeſty ? 

Ham. Ay, truly, for the Power of Beauty will ſooner 
transform Honeſty from what it is to a Bawd, than the 
Ferce of Honeſty can tranſlate Beauty into its Likeneſs : 

This was ſome Time a Paradox, but now the Time 
gives Proof. I did love you once. 

Ob. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe ſo. 

Ham. You ſhouid not have believ'd me; for Virtue 
cannot ſo evacuate our old Stoek, but we ſhall reliſh of 
it; I lov'd you not. 

Op4. I was the more deceiv'd. 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunery; w 
Breeder of Sinners? I am my 


hy ſhould'ſt thou be a 
If indifferent honeſt, but 


yet I could accuſe me of ſuch Things, that it were bet- 
| * 
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ter my Mother had not born nie, I am very proud, 1e 


vengeful, ambitious, with more Qffences at 


Beck 
then I have I houghts to put them in, 1c ion to 
8 Shape, or Time to act them in: What ſhauld 
u 


ch Fellows as I do crawling between Earth and Hea- 
ven? We are arrant Knaves, believe none of us g9 
thy Ways to a Nunnery, Where's your Father? 

Opb. At Home, my Lord. 

- Ham. Let the Doors be ſhut upon him, « 
——— — may play the Fool no where but in's own Houſe; 
arewel. 

Oph. O help him, you ſweet Heavens ! 

Ham. If thou doſt marry, I'll give thee this Plague for 
thy Dowry ; be thou as chaſte as Ice, as pure as Snow, 
thou ſhalt not 'ſcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a Fool, for wife Men 
know well enough what Monſters you make of them ; 
To a Nunnery, go, and quickly too ; farewel. 

Oph. Heav'nly Powers reſtore him! 

Ham. I have heard of your Paintings well enough; Na- 
ture hath given you one Face, and you make yourſelves 
another; you jig and amble, and you liſp, you nick- 
name Heaven's Creatures, and make your Wantonneſs 
your Ignorance. Go to; Pll no more on't, it hath made 
me mad; I ſay we will have no more Marriages ; thoſe 
that are married already, all but one, ſhall hve ; the 
reſt ſhall keep as they are. To a Nunnery go. fEx:e. 

Ophb. O what a noble Mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The Expectation and Roſe of the fair State, 

Th' Obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite quite down, 

And I of Ladies moſt dejected and wretched, 

Now ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign Reaſon, 

Like ſweet Bells jangled out of Tune, and harſh. 

O woe is me! 19 | 

T' have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſeeing what I fee! [Fxir, 
Enter King and Polonius. 

King. Love |! his Aﬀections do not that way tend; 
For what he ſpake, tho? it lack'd Form a little, | 
ma we like Madneſs. | 3 
Thus ſet it down ;* He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 

For the Demand of our neglected Tribute. * 
Haply the Seas and Countries different 


With 


1 
= 
* 
* 


that you o'erſtep not the Modeſty o 


eglefted Love.” How now, Ophelia ? 
Yeu need not tell us what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 
We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleaſe ; 
But if you hold it fit, after the Play 
Let his -Mother all alone entreat him, 
To.ſhew his Grief; let her be round with him; 
And Fil be plac'd (fo pleaſe you) in the Ear 


Of all cheir Conf'rence : If ſhe find him not, 


To Zzgland fend him, or confine him where 


Four Wiſdom belt ſhall think. 


King. It ſhall be ſo; 
Madnetis in Ones muſt not unwatch'd go. [ Exeur:. 


- nter Hamlet and three Players. 


- Ham. 8 the Speech, I pray you, as I pronounc'd 
it to vou, ſmoothly from the Tongue; but if you mouth 


it, as many of our Players do, I as lief the Tow n- 


Crier ſpoke my Lines. And do not ſaw the Air too 
much with your Hand thus, but uſe all gently ; for 
in the very Torrent, Tempeſt, and, as Imay ſay, Whirl- 
wind of Paſſion, you muſt acquire and beget a Tempe- 
rance that may give it Gm. O! it offends me 
to the Soul, to hear a robuſtous Periwig-pated Fellow 
tear a Paſſion to very Rags, to ſplit the Ears of the 
Groundlings ; who, for ho moſt Part, are capable of 
nothing but inexplicable dumb Shews and Noiſe ; I 


would have ſuch a Fellow whipp'd for o'erdoing Terma- 


gam; it out-Herods Heros Pray you avoid it. 
Play. I warrant your Honour. 
lam. Be not too tame neither, but let your own Diſ- 


cretion be your Tutor. Suit the Action to the Word, 


the Word to the Action; with this ſpecial Obſervance, 
5 Nature; for an 
22 o*erdone, 1s from the Purpoſe of Playing, wh 
End, th at irik and now, was and is, to hol W 
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the Mirror up to Nature; to ſhew Virtue her ownFeature, 
Scorn her own , and the very Age and Body of the 
Time, his Form Preſſure. . O, there be Players that 
I have ſeen play, and heardothers praiſe, and that high- 
ly, not to it prophanely, that, neither having the 
A jon of Chriſtian, nor the Gait of Chriſtian, Pagan, 
nor Man; have fo ſtrutted and bellow'd, that 12 
thought ſome of Nature's Journeymen had made Men, 
and not made them well; they imitated Humanity ſo 
abominably. 

Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently 
with us. 

Ham. O reform it altogether ; and let thoſe that play 
your Clowns, ſpeak no more than is ſet down to them; 
for there be of them that will themſelves laugh, to ſet 
on ſome Quantity of barren Spectators to laugh too, 
tho' in the mean Time ſome neceſſary Queſtions of 
the Play be then to be confidered. 'That's villanous, 
and ſhews a moit pityful Ambition in the Fool that 
uſes it. Go, make you reidy. i 

Enter Polonius, Guildenſtern, ad Roſencraus. 
How now, my Lord, will the King hear this Piece of 
Work ? 4 

Pol. And the Queen too, and that preſently. | 

Ham. Bid the Players make Haſte. Will you two 
* to haſten them ? ; 

of. Ay, my Lord. [ Exeunt thoſe three. 
Ham. What ho! Horatio ? 
Enter Horatio. 
Hor. Here, my Lord, at your Service. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art een as juſt a Man 
As e' er my Converſation met withal. 

Her. O my dear Lord! 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter ; 
For what Advancement may I hope from thee, 
That haſt no Revenue but thy good Spirits 
To feed and cloath thee ? Why ſhould the Poor be flat 
Doit thou hear ? rd 2; 
Since my dear Soul was Miſtreſs of her Choice, 
And could of Men diſtinguiſh, her Election 
Hach ſeal'd thee for herſelf for thou haſt been 


As one in ſuffering all, haſt ſuffer d nothing ; 


Give 


HAM L E T, 
Give me the Man a ; 
That is not Paſſion's Slave, and I will wear him 
In my Heart's Core; ay, in my Heart of Hearts, 
As I do thee.——Something too much of this. 
There is a Play To-night before the King ; 
One Scene of it comes near the Circumſlance 
Which LI have told thee of my Father's Death: 
I prithee, when thou feeſt that Act on Foot, 
Een with the very Comment of thy Soul 
Obſerve my Uncle : if then his hidden Guilt 
Do not itſelf diſcover in one Speech, 
It is a damned Ghoſt that we have ſeen. 
Give him a heedful Note, 
For I mine Eyes will rivit to his Face; 
And after we will both our Judgments join 
In Cenſure of his Seeming. 

Hor. I will, my Lord. 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, and Gentlemen. 
_ Ham. They are coming to the Play, I mult be idle: 
Get you a Place. 

King. How fares our Couſin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent, *faith, 
Of the, Camelion's Diſh I eat, the Air; 
Promiſe-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. 1 have nothing with this Anſwer, Hamlet ; 
Theſe Words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now, my Lord, 
Ycu.play'd once in the Univerſity, you ſay. [To Pol. 

Pot. That I did, my Lord, and was counted a very 
good Actor. | 

Ham. What did you enact? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cæſar. I was kill'd 1th? Ca- 
pitol. Brutus kill'd me. 

Ham. It was a Brute Part in him to kill ſo capital a 

Calf there. | | 

Be the Players ready ? 
Rof. Ay, my Lord, they wait upon your Patience. 
Deen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. | 
Ham. No, good Mother, here's Metal more attractive. 
Pol. O ho, do you mark that ? | 
Ham. Lady, ſhall I lie in your Lap? | 
Opb. No, my Lord. . 


1 of Di | % 
Hem. Do you think I mean Country Matters? | 
— 5 hr 22-191 You are merry : 
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Ham. Your only ſig-maker; what ſhould a Man do 
but be merry ; for look you, how chearful my Mother 
look, and my Father died within theſe two Hours. 

Oph. Nay, *tis twice two Months, my Lord. | 

Ham So long? nay, theu let the Devil wear Black, 
for I'll have a Suit of Sables.* © O Heaveas! die two 
Months ago, and not forgotten yet; then there's Hope 
a great Man's Memory may out-live his Life Half a 
Year: but he muſt build Charches then. 

Oph. What means the Play, my Lord? 

Ham. It is miching Mallico; it means Miſchief. 

Op5. But what's the Argument? 

Enter Prologue. . 

Ham. We ſhall know by this Fellow: 

The Players cannot keep Secret, they'll ſhew all. 

Oph. Are they fo good at Shew, my Lord ? 

Ham. Ay, at any Shew that you will ſhew them ; be 
not you aſhamed to ſhew, and they will not Lluſh to 
tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, Pl mark the 

Play. 

Proel. Fer us, and for our Tragedy, 

Here tooping to your Clemency, - 
Me beg your Hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this the Prologue, or the Poeſy of a Ring? 

Oh. *Tis brief, my Lord. 

Him. As Woman's Love. 

Enter Player King and Juen. 
Pl. King. Full thirty Times has Phebur Car gone 
round | 
2 Since Love our Hearts, and Hymen did our Hands 
#3. Unite, infolding them in ſacred Bands. 
Pl. Queen. So many Journies may the Sun and Moon 
Make us again count o'er, 'ere Love be done. 
But woe is me, you are ſo fick of late, 
e. And ſo far different from your former State, 

That I diſtruſt you; yet, tho? I diſtruſt, 

Diſcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing muſt. 

Now what my Love is, Proof hath made you knov; - 
Aud as my Love is great, my Fear is ſo; 
Fd : Where 
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ntle Fear 'grows | 
PI. King. F matt reve the, Lion, and ſhortly too; 


My working Powers their Functions leave to do; 
But ſhalt live in this fair World behind, 


maſt needs be Treaſon in my Breaſt ; ' 
Huſband let me be accurſt ; 1 
the ſecond but who kill'd the firſt. | 
That's Wormwood ! 

Pl. King. I do believe, you think what you now ſpeak; 

But what we do determine, oft we break ; | 

What to ourſelves in Paſſion we propoſe, | 

The Paſſion ending, doth the Purpoſe loſe ; | 

Think ſtill thou wilt no ſecond Huſband weld ; 

But die thy Thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. | 

— = „ oh! give me Food, nor Heaven 

— | t, 

8 — — lock from me Day and Night! 

Both here and hence purſue me laſting Strife: 

If once I Widow be, and then a Wife 
Ham. If ſhe ſhould break it now—— 

Pl. King. — is deeply ſwyorn; Sweet, leave me here 
- awhile; 
My Spirits grow dull, and Cin I would beguile 
The tedious Day with Sleep. 4 [Sleeps 
PI. Bneen. Sleep rock thy Brain, 

And never come Miſchance between us twain ! [Ex. 
Ham. Madam, how like you the Play ? | 
Deen. The Lady doth proteſt too much, methinks. 
Ham. O, but ſhe'll keep her Word. 


King. Have you heard the Argument ? Is there no 


— 
63 


* in't? 
Han. No, no, they do but jeſt, poifon in jeſt, no 
Offence. 2 


King. What do they call the Play? 

Ham. The Mouſe-trap ; Marry, how ? Tropically. 
This Play is the ry * a Murder done in Vienna. 
* is the King's Name, his Wife Bat fa, you 
mall ſee anon, tis a knaviſh Piece of Work; — 4 


3. 


_— 
3 


For ſome muſt 


Prince of Denmark. 
of that ? Your Majeſty, and we that have free Souls, it 


touches us not : let the galled Jade winch, our Withers | 


are unwrung. 
Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, Nephew to the Duke. | 
Oh. You are as good as a Chorus, my Lord. , 
Ham. I could interpret between you and your Love, 

if I could ſee the Puppets dallying. 

Ham. Begin M r; leave 1— Faces, 
and begin. Come, the croaking doth bellow 
forth Revenge. 

Lac. Thoughts black, Hands apt, Drugs fit, and 

Time agreeing. | 

Confed”rate Seaſon, no Creature ſeeing ; 

Thou Mixture rank, of Midnight Weeds collected, 

With Hecate's Bane, * 4 ed, thrice infected; 

Thy nat'ral Magic, and dire rty, 

— — uſurp — 2 
Ham. He poiſons him i' the Garden for his Eſtate ; 

his Name's Gonzago ; the is extant, and written 

in very Choice Falian; you ſee anon how the Mur 

derer gets the Love of s Wiſe. : 
fal Give over the Play rights, Lig 0, Lights! 

ive over . ts, 

| | — all 2 Hor. 

Ham. Why let the ſtrucken Deer go weep, 


The Heart E go play IH Ef 
1, ſleep ; 
a 


while fome 

Thus runs the World away. - 

Ham. O, good Horatio, ri take the Ghoſt's Word 
for a Thouſand Pounds. Did'f perceive ? 
Hor. Very well, my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the Talk of the Poiſoning ! | 

Hor. I did very well note ham. | 

Ham. Ah, ah, come ſome Mufic'; come, the Recorders. 

Euter Roſencraus and Guildenttern. 


* 
* 


Guil. Good, my Lord, vouchſaſ me a Word with you. , 


Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 

Guil. The King Sir. 

Ham. Ay, Sir, what of him ? | 
- Gil. Is in his Retirement marvellous diſtemper'd. 
Han. With Drink, Sir. 


Cuil. 
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Sunil. No, my Lord, with Choler. F 
. Hem. Your Wiſdom would ſhew itſelf richer to ſignify 
this to the Doctor ; for me to put him to his Pyrga» 
tion, would perhaps plunge him into more Choler. 

Guil. Good my Lord, put your Diſcoarſe into ſome 
Frame, and ſtart not fo wildly from my Buſineſs. 

Han. I am tame, Sir, nounce. 

Guil. The Queen your Mother, in moſt great Aflic- 
tion of Spirit, hath ſent me to you. 
Ham. You are welcome. 

Sui. Nay, my Lord, this Courteſy is not of the 
right Breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a whole- 
ſome Anſwer, I will do your Mother's Commandment ; 
if not, your Pardon, and my return ſhall be the End of 
the Buſineſs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 
R. What, my Lord. ? i 
Ham. Make you a wholeſome Anſwer, my Wit's diſ. 
eaſed. But, Sir, ſuch Anſwer as I can make, you ſhall 
command 3 or rather, as you ſay, my Mother. 
2 4 Then thus ſhe ſays : Your Behaviour of late hath 
ſtruck her into Amazement and Admiration, | 

Ham. O wonderful Son, that can thus aſtoniſh a Mo- 
they! But is there no Sequel at the Heels of this Mo- 
ther's Admiration? Impart, 

Re. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her Cloſet, ere 
you go to Bed. ; | 

Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother, 
Have you any further 'Trade' with us ? 
: My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do fo ſtill, by theſe Pickers and Stealers. 

R/. Good my Lord, what is the Cauſe of your Diſ- 
temper? You do ſurely bar the Door upon your own 
Liberty, if you deny your Griefs to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement. 

Ne How can that be, when you have the Voice of 


the King himſelf faggour Succeflion in Denmark ? 
5 Enter Horatio with Recorders. 


Ham. Ay, Sir, but while the Graſs grows—the Pro- 
verb is ſemething muſty.—Oh the Recorders ; why 
do you go about to recover Wind of me, as if you would 
drive me into a Toil ? 
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d Cal Oh, my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, ary Love 


q is unmannerly. 
4 Ham. I do not well underſtand that. mn 
upon this Pipe ? 
P Guil, My Lord, I cannot. 
Ham. I pray you. 
Gail. Believe me, I cannot. 
e Ham. I beſeech you. 


Guil. 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. 

Ham. Tis eaſy as Ly govern theſe Ventiges 
with your Fingers and Taub; give it Breath with you 
Mouth, and it will diſcourſe — excellent Mufic.: 
Look you, theſe are the Stops. 

Guil. But theſe cannot I command to any Utterance 

of Harmony. \ I have not the Skill. 

Ham. Why look you now, how unworthy a Thing 
you make of me; you would play upon me z you 
ſeem to know my Stops; you would pluck out "the Heart 
of my ry ; you wW me to the loweſt 
Now, to the Top of my Compaſs; and — 1 
Muſie, excellent Voice, in this little 700 Si Tr 
you make it ſpeak. Sdeath, do Pm — 
" | 10 he played on than a Pipe ? Call'm me what Inſtrument 
- tho” you can fret me, you cannot play Men 


_ 1 


On 
3 r 


Enter Polonius. 4 a 
Pot. My Lord, the Queen would ſpeak with von, 
, and preſently. 
Ham. Dayau ſee yonder Cloud, that's almok in Shape 
of a Camel? 
4 Pol. Tis like a "ig indeed. 


? 
1 
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{ Ham. Methinks tis like a Wezel. 
4 Pol. It is black like a Wezel 
| Ham. Or like a Y-nale. 
Pol. Very like a Whale. 


£ Ham. Then will I come to my Mother by and by 
ONS to the Top of my Bent. I will come 
©. an y , 

| 0 pol I will ſay fo.” | [Exits 

| Ham. Leave me, Friends 2 


"Tis now the very witching Time of Night, 
When i —__ yawn, and Hell itſelf breathes out 


Contagion 
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Contagion to the World: Now could [drink hot Blood, 

And do ſuch Deeds, as Day itſelf 

Would quake to lock on. Soft ! now to my Mother ! 

O Heart, loſe not thy Nature ! let not ever 

The Soul of Nero enter this firm Boſom ! 

188 be cruel, not unnatural : _ 1 

Daggers to her, but uſe none. x. 
1 King, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern. | 
I like Wo nor ſtands it ſafe with us 

To le his Madneſs range. Therefore prepare you; 

For we will Fetters put about this Fear, 

Which now too free-footed. 


Ry}. We will make Haſte. [ Zæeunt Roſ. and Guil. 
Enter Polonius. 
Pel. Sir, he is going to his Mother's Cloſet; 
Behind the Arras I'll convey myſelf 


Oh! ECO ae, . 

It hath the eldeſt Curſe uponꝰt, 

A Brother's Murder. Pray I _— 

— — 
t m [ncent; 

And like > Man to double Buſineſs =» \ boar 1 

I ftand in Pauſe where I ſhall firſt 1 

And both neglect. What if this curſed Hand 

Were thicker than itſelf with Brother's Blood? 

Is there not Rain enough in the fveet Heav'ns 

To waſh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerves Mercy, 

But to confront the Viſage of Offence ? 

And what's in Prayer, but this twofold Force. 

To be foreftall'd ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down? Then PI! look up: 

My Fault is paſt. But oh! what Form of Prayer 

Can ſerve my Turn? Forgive me * Murder! 

That cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeſs'd 

Of thoſe Effects for which I did the Murder! 


3 
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My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queen, 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th* Offence ? 

In the corrupted Currents of this World 

Offence's guilded Hand may ſhove by Juſtice ; 

And oft tis ſeen, the wicked Prize itſelf 

Buys out the Laws: but tis not ſo above; 

There is no ſhuffling ; there the Action lies 

In its true Nature, and we ourſelves compelled, 

E'en to the Teeth and Forehead of our Faults, 

To give in Evidence. What then! What reſts? 

Try what Repentance can. What can it not? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched State! O Boſom black as Death 

O limed Soul, that ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more engaged! Help, Angels! make aſſay 

Bow, ſtubborn Knees, and Hearts with Strings of Steel, 


Be ſoft as Sinews of the new-born Babe. ' 
All may be well. [The King retires and Intels. 
Exter Queen and Polonius. 


Pol. He will come ſtrait, look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his Pranks have been too broad to bear, with; 
And that your Grace hath ſtood between g 
Much Heat and him. I'll here conceal myſelf; 

Pray you be round with him. 
Nueen. Withdraw, I hear him coming. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, Mother, what's the Matter ? | 

Yuen. Hamlat, thou haſt thy Father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my Father much offended. 

Lucen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle Tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked Tongue. 

Deen. Why, how now, Hamlet? 

Ham, What's the Matter now:Z ' 

Queen. Have you forgot me qui lt 

Ham. No, by the Rood, not o; 

You are a Queen, your Huſband's Brother's Wife ; 
And, would it were not ſo, you are my Mother. 

Queen. Nay, then Pl ſet thoſe to you that ean ſpeak. 

Ham. Come, come, {it you down; you ſhall not budge; 
You go not, till I ſet you up a Glaſs, 

Where you may ſee the inmoſt Part of you. 


Deen. What wilt thou do? Thou wilt not murder 


me? Help, ho! 
23 Pol. 
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Thou find'ſt, to 
Leave wringing of your Hands: Peace ht you down, 


HAMLET, 


Pol. What ho, 14 | 
Ham. How now, | dead for » Ducat, dead. 


Pol. O! I am flain. "0 
Queen. What haſt thou dene? | A 
Ham. Nay, 1 know not: is it the King? 

ueen?® O what a raſh and bloody Deed is this? 
Ham. A bloody Deed, almoſt as bad, good 1 

As kill a King, and marry with his Brot 
Queen. As kill a King? 

Ham. Ay, Lady, *twas my Word. | 

Thou wretched, raſh, intruding Fool, farewel ; {To Pol, 

I took thee for thy Betters ; take thy Fortune : 

too buſy i is fome Danger. 


And let me wring your Heart; for ſo I ſha l 
If it be made of penetrable Stuff; 3 
If damned Cuſtom have not braz'd-i it fo, 


That it be Proof and Bulwark againft Senſe. 
© Queen. What have I done, that thou doſt wag thy | 


Tongue 


In Note ſo rude againft me? 


Ham. Such an Act 
That blurs the Grace and Bluſh of Modeſty, 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love, 
And ſets a Bliſter there; makes Marriage Vows, 
As falſe as Dicers*' Oaths : Oh ſack a-Deed ! 
As from the Bc dy of Contraction plucks 
The very Soul, and ſweet Religion makes 
A Rhapſody of Words. 
Ah me! that Act!!! 

Queen. Ah me! , What AQ? 

Ham. Look heft upditthis Picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit p ent of two Brothers; 
See what a Grace was ſeated on this Brow, 
Hyperion's Curtis, the Front of Jove himſelf; 
An Eye like Mart, to threaten or command; 
A Station like the Herald Mercury, 
gens on a Heaven-kifling Hill; 
A Combination, and a Form — 55" oh 
Where every God did ſeem to ſet his Seal, | 
To give the World Aſſurance of a Man 
This was your Huſband—Look now what follows. 2 
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. F Here is your Huſband, like a mildew'd Ear, 


Blaſting his wholeſome Brother. Have you Eyes? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this Moore ? Ha! have vou Eyes ? 
You cannot call it Love; for at your Age 
The Heyday of the Blood is tame, tis humble, 3 
And waits the judgment; and what Judgment 
Would ſtep this ta this ? ; ; 
O Shame where is thy Bluſh ? 
Rebelhous Hell. | 
If thou can't mutiny in a Matron's Bones, 
To flaming Youth let Virtue be as Wax, 
And melt in her own Fire. 
Quern. O Hamet, ſpeak no more 
Thou turn'ſt mine Eyes into my very Soul. 
Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank of an inceſtuous Bed. 
Queen. ore, ſweet Hamlet. 


A Slave, that's not the twentieth Pari the Tythe 
Of your precedent Lord: a Vice of Kings; 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule, 
That from a Shelf the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pocket: 
Euter Ghoſt. 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your Wings, N 
You heavenly Guards! What would your gracious Figure? 
Queen. Alas, he's mad. —— 
Ham. Do you come your tardy Son to chide, . 
That laps'd in Time and Paſſion, lets go by et 
Ti” important acting of your dread Command? O fay! . 
G. Do not forget: this Viſitation a 
Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted Purpoſe. 
But look ! Amazement on thy Mother fits : 
O ſtep between her and her fighting Soul! 
Conceit in weakeſt Bodies ſtrongeſt Works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with you, Madam? 
Dueen. Alas, how is't with you? 
That you do bend your Eye on Vacancy, | 
And with th” incorporeal Air do hold Diſcourſe ? i 
Porth at your Eyes your Spirits wildly peep. 
O gentle Son 20 | | 
pos the Heat and Flame of thy Diſtemper 
. Sprinkle 


- 
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cool Patience; whereon do you look? _- 
Ham. On him ! on him !—look you how pale he glares! 
His Form and Cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to Stones, 
Would make them capable. Don't look upon me, 
Leſt with this piteous Action you convert 
My ftern Effects; then what I have to do, 
Will want true Colour, Tears perchance for Blood. 
DPueen. To whom do you ipeak this? 
Ham, Do you ſee nothing there? 
ex. Nothing at all, yet all that's here I ſce. 
Nor did you ing hear? 
Veen. No, nothing but ourſelves. 
» Ham. Why look you there; look how it ſtalks away 
My Father in his it as he liv'd! 
Look where hegoes, even nowout at the Portal. [Ex. Gh. 
Nen. This is the very Coinage of your Brain. 
Ham. My Pulſe, as yours, doth temp'rately keepTime. 
And make a healthful Muſic. Tis not Madneſs 
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the Teſt, 
And I the Matter will re-word, which Madneſs 
Cannot do. Mother, for the Love of Grace, 
Lay not the flatt'ring Unction to your Soul, | 
That not your Treſpaſs, but my Madneſs ſpeaks ; 
- Ir will but Kin and film the ulc'rous Place, 
Whilit rank Corruption mining all within, 
Infects unfeen. Conſeſs ourtelf to Heaven, 
t Repent what's paſt, avoid what is to come ; 
I Auen O Hamit, thou haſt cleft my Heart. 
Ham. Then throw away the worſer Part of it, 
And hve the purer with the other Half. 
Good night, but ga not to my Uncle's Bed; 
Aſſume a Virtue, if you have it not. f 
Once more Good- night! . 
And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, / 
Tu Bleffing beg of you. —Por this ſame Lord, 
| [ Pointing to Pol. 
I do repent; but Heav'n hath pleaſed it fo, 
To puniſh me with this, -and this with me, 
That I muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter. 
I wil beſtow him, and will anfwer well 
„ 3 gave Bw: ſo again, Good-night ! 
e 


I muſt be cruel, only to be kind; 7 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
| LExit. Ham, dragging out Pol, 
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; 98 's Matter in theſe Sighs, 
_ You muſt expound them : 


Where 1s your Son ? [Exeunt Roſ. and Gull. 
How does Hamlet ? | 
ucen. Mad as the Sea and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier ; in his laudeſs Pit, 
Behind the Arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries, A Rat! 
And in his br.inith Apprehenſion, kills 
The unſeen good old Man. 
King. O heavy Deed! 
It had been ſo with us, had we been there. 
Where 1s he gone ? 
Queen. To draw apart the Body he hath kill'd. 
King. Gertrude, come away ; 
The Sun no ſooner ſhall the Mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence ; and this vile Deed 
We muſt, with all our Majeſty and Skill, i 
Both count'nance and excuſe Ho, Guildenſtern - 
Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 
Friends both, go join you with ſome further Aid; 
Hamlet in Madneſs wt Polenius ſlain, 
And from his Mother's Cloſet he hath dragg'd lim: 
Go ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the Body 
Into the Chapel; I pray you haſte in this. 
Come Gertrude. [Exeant. 
| Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Safely ftow'd. [Within.] Hamlet ! Lord Hamlet 
Ham. What Noiſe * Who calls Hamlet ? 
O here they come. 
Rof. * have you ns, my Lord, with the dead 
? 
Ham. 1 it with the Duſt, whereto ĩt is akin. 
Ro/. Tell us where tis, ae we * take n 
And bear it to the Chapel. 
Ham. Do not believe it. 


1 Ref. 


50 rer. 
Neſ. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your Counſel, and not my 
own ; . mend pe what Re- 
plication ſhould be made by the Son of a King f 

Re/. Take you me for a Sponge, my Lord ? 

Ham. Ay, Sir, that ſoaks up the King's Countenance, 
his Rewards, his Authorities; but ſuch Officers do the 
King beſt Service in the End; he keeps them like an 
Apple in the Corner of his Jaw, firſt mouth'd to be laſt 
fwallow'd ; when he needs what you — gleanꝰ d, it is 
but ſqueezing you, and, Sponge, you ſhall be dry again. 

Ref I underfiand you ogg Lord. EY 

Ham. I am glad of it; a knaviſh Speech ſleeps in a 
fooliſh Ear. 

Ro/. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the Body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham. Bring me to him. | [ Exeunt. 

Enter King and Gentlemen. 

King. I've ſent to ſeek him, and to find the Body; 
How 1 is it, that this Man goes looſe? 

Vet muſt we not put the ſtrong Law upon him: 
He's lov'd of the diſtracted Multitude, 
Who like not in their Judgment, but their Eyes ; 
And where 'tis fo, th' Offender's Scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the Offence. To bear all ſmooth and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem 
Delib'rate Pauſe: Diſeaſes deſperate grown, 
By deſperate Appliance are relieved, 
Or not at all. 
| Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 

King. How now ? What hath befallen ? 

Ro). Where the dead Body is beſtow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 
Ro/. Without, my Lord, guarded, to know your 
Pleafure. 
King. Bring him before us. 
Ro). Ho, bring in the Lord Hamler. 
Enter Hamlet and Guards. 
King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
Ham, At Supper. 
King. At Supper! Where? 


Prince of Denmark. 51 
Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten; a 
certain Convocation of politic Worms are e en at him. 
King. Where is Polonins ? 
Ham. In Heaven, fend thither to ſee : If your Meſſen- 
find him not there, ſeek him 1'th' other Place your- 
: But indeed, if you find him not within this Month, - 
you ſhall noſe him as you go up Stairs into the Lobby. 

King. Go ſeek him there. 

Ham. He will ſtay till you come. 

King. Hamlet, this Deed, for thine eſpecial Safety, 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve _ 

For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence ; 
Therefore prepare thyſelf, | 
The Bark is ready, and the Wind fits fair 
For England. 
Ham. For England ? 
Ling. Ay, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good. 
King. So is it, if thou knew'ſt our Purpoſes. 

Ham. I ſee the Cherub that ſees them: But come, for 
England. Farewel, dear Mother 

King. Thy loving Father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My Mother: Father and Mother is Man and Wiſe; 
Man and Wife is one Fleſh ; and ſo my Mother. Farewel, 
Mother! Come, for England“ [ Exit. 

King. Follow him, 

Tempt him with Speed abroad ; 

Away, for every Thing is ſeal'd and done, 

And, England“ if my preſent Love thou hold'ſt at aught, 

Let it be teſtify d in Hamlets Death. [ Exit. 
Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 


Queen. I will not ſpeak with her. 
Gent. She is importunate, 


Indeed diſtracted, and deſerves your Pity. 
Queen. I will not ſpeak with her. 
Hor. "Jo good ſhe were ſpoken with, for ſhe may 
rew 
Dang'rous Conjectures in ill-breeding Minds. 
Nueen. Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia. 
Oph. Where is the beauteous Majeſty of Denmark ? 
Deen. How now, Ophelia ? [ be fings. 
C2 55. 


. How ſhould I your true Love know from ano- 
ther one? 
By his Cockle Hat and Staff, and his Sandal Shoon. 
Auen. Alas, fveer Lady, — 22 Song ? 

Oph. Say you? nay, pray you 
He is dead and gone, Lady, he is dead and gone; [ Sings. 
At- his Head a graſs-green Turf, at his Heels a Stone; 
Oh, ho. | 

ween, Nay, but . 

8 Oph. Pray you _ 

White his Shroud as Mountain Show, 

\ Larded all with feet Flowers, 
| Which bexvept to the Grave did go 

With true Lowe-fhowers. 
Enter King. 

Queen. Alas ! look here, my Lord! 

King. How do you, pretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well, God yield you! They ſay the Owl was a 
Baker's Daughter. We know what we are, but know 
not what we may be. 

King. Conceit _ her Father. 
Oph. Pray let's have no Words of this; but when 
_y aſk you what it means, ſay this: a 
To-morrow is St. Valentine's Day, [Sings. 
All in the Morn betime ; 
And I a Maid at aur — 
To be your V. 
King. P Ophelia. 
Oos. I without an Oath Pll make an End on't. 
Then up he aroſe, and don'd his Cloaths, and o his 
Chamber Door. 
Let in the Maid, that out a Maid never departed more. 

King. How long hath ſhe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well; we muſt be patient; but 
T cannot chuſe but weep, to think they ſhould lay him 
v th* cold Ground: My Brother ſhould know of it, and 
ſo I thank you for your good Counſel! 
Come, my Coach, Good-night, Ladies, Good-night, 
Sweet Ladies, Good-ni he, Good-night. 


King. Follow her cloſe, give her — Watch, I pray 
you: 


This 


* = 


This is the Poiſon of Grief; it ſprings 

BEN bn be Pa [4 „ 

Enter Gentlemen. 
Gen. Save yourſelf, my Lord, 
Young Laertes, in a riotous Head, 
O'er-bears your Officers ; the Rabble call him Lord; 
They cry, Chuſe we Larrtes for our King: 
Caps, Hands, and Tongues applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes Kin 5 IA Noiſe within. 
l 


Laer. [within.] Where is the King? Sirs, ſtand you 
all without. | 


Enter Laertes. 
O thou vile King, give me ay Father. 
Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 
Lacr. That Drop of Blood that's calm, proclaims 
me Baſtard, 
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
| Ev'n here, between the chaſte unſmirch'd Lrow 
Of my true Mother. 
King. What is the Cauſe, Laertes? 
That thy Rebellion looks fo Giant-like ; 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our Perſon-z 
There's Ach Divinity oth hedge a King. 
That Treaſon dares not reach at what it would, 
Let him go, Gertrude. 
Laer. Where's my Father ? 
King. Dead. 
Pucen. But not by him. 
King. Let him demand his Fill. 
| La r. How came he dead? I'll not be juggled with. 
To Hell, Allegiance! Vows, to the blackeſt Devil ! 
To this Point ſtand, 
That both the Worlds I give to Negligence, 
Let come what will; only I'll be reveng'd 
Moſt thoroughly for my Father. 
King. Who ſhall ſtay you ? 
DS. My Will, not all the World: 
And for my Means, Fll huſband them ſo well, 


They ſhall go far with little. 
King. Will you, in Revenge of your 
. Dear Father's Death, deſtroy both Friend and Foe ? 
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A H A M I. E T, a 


Laer. None but his Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then ? 
Laer. To his good Friends thus wide Pll ope* my 
And like the kind Life-rendering Pelican 
Relieve them with my Blood. 
King. Why, now you ſpeak 
Like a true Gentleman. 
That I am guiltleſs of your Father's Death, 
And am moft ſenſible in Grief for . 
It ſhall as level to your Judgment he, 
As Day does to your Eye. 
Her. [Within] O poor Ophelia ! 
Lear. Lether come in. | 
Enter Ophelia. 
By Heav'n, thy Madneſs ſhall be paid with Weight, 
ill our Scale turn the Beam. O Roſe of May! 
Dear Maid, kind Siſter, ſweet Ophelia / 
O Heav'ns ! 1s't poſſible a young Maid's Wits 
Should be as mortal as a fick Man's Life ? 


Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the Bier, [ Sings. 
And in his Grave rain d many a Tear; 
Fare you well, my Love. 


Laer. Hadſt thou thy Wits, and did'ſt perſuadeRevenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. You muſt fing, Down a-down, 

And you call him a-down-a. O how the Wheel be- 
comes it ! | 
It is the falſe Steward that ſtole his Maſter's Daughter. 

Laer. This nothing is much more than Matter. 

Oph. There's Roſemary, that's for Remembrance; 
pray — Love, remember: And there's Pancies, that's 

Thoughts. 
Laer. A Document in Madneſs, Thoughts, and Re- 
membrance fitted, 

Oph. There's Fennel for you, and Columbines ; there's 
Rue for you, and here's ſome for me. We may call it 
Herb of Grace o'Sundays; O you may wear your Rue 

with a Difference. There's a Daiſy : I would give you 
ſome Violets, but they wither'd all when my Father diec: 
They ſay he made a good End. 


Fa Mo 


She come © Vidius; and to Prettineſs. 


Stent. Sea-faring Men, * * fay they have 
ters for 
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For bonny ſeveet Robin is all [Sings. | 
Laer. Thought and Affliction, P 722 Hell icſelt! 


Oph. And will he not come again? 
And will he not come again ? 
No, no, he's dead, go to thy Death-bed, 
He never will come again. | 
His Beard as white as Snow, 
All laren dat his Pole ; 
He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt awvay Moan ; 
And Peace be with his Soul, and with all Lowers 
Souls. [Exit. 


King. Laertes, I muſt ſhare in your Grief, 
Or you deny me Right : Go but a-part, 


Make Choice of — Pr wiſeſt Friends you will, 
And they ſhall hear an 'twixt you and me; 


If by direct or by collat' ral and 


They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give, 

To you in Satisfaction: But if not, 

Be you content to lend your Patience to us, 

And we fhall jointly nkous with your Soul, 

To give it due Content. 
Laer. Let this be fo. 

His Means of Death, his obſcure Funeral, 

No Trophy, Sword, or Hatchment o'er his Bones, 

No noble Rite, nor formal Oftentation, 


Cry to be heard, as *twere from Earth to Heaven, 
That I muſt call*t in queſtion. 


King. So you ſhall ; 
And where th' Offence i is, let the great Ax fall, 
I pray you go with me. U ones 
Enter Horatio and Gentleman. 
Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with ma? *. 


ou. 
Hor. * them come in. 
I do not know from what Part of the World 
[ ſhould be greeted, if not from Hamlet. 
C4 
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© Sail. Save you, Sir. | 

2 Sail. Here are Letters for you, Sir; if your Name 
be Horatio, as we are informed it is. 

Horatio reads the Letter. 

Horatio, when thou ſhalt have overlooked this, give 
* theſe Fellows ſome Means to the King; they have Let- 
ters for him. Ere'we were two Days old at Sea, a Pi- 
* rate of very warlike Appointment gave us Chaſe. Find- 
ing ourſelves too flow of Sail, we put on a compelled 
Valour, and in the Grapple I boarded them: On the 
* Inſtant they got clear of our Ship, and fo I alone be- 
Came their Priſoner. They have dealt with me like 
Thieves of Mercy, but they knew what they did. L 
*am todo a Turn for them. Let the King have the Let- 
© ters I have ſent, and repair thou to me with as much 
Speed as thou wouldſt fly Death. I have Words to 
« ſpeak in thine Ear will make thee dumb, yet are they 
* much too light for the Matter. Theſe good Fellows 
will bring thee where I am. Ro/encraus and Guilden- 
* fern hold their Courſe for Eng/axd. Of them I have 
* much to tell thee.. Farewel. Hamlet. 
Come, Iwill make you Way for theſe your Letters; 
And do't the ſpeedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. [ Exeunt. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now muſt yourConſcience my Acquaintance ſeal, 
And you muſt put me in your Heart for Friend ; 
Since you have heard, and with a knowing Ear, 
That he who hath your noble Father ſlain, 
Purſu'd my Lite. | 

Laer. It well appears. But tell me 
Why you proceed not agaiuſt theſe Crimes 
So capital in Nature. LS 

King. For two ſpecial Reaſons, 
Which may perhaps to you ſeem weak, 


But yet to me they're ſtrong. The Queen, his Mother, 


Lives almoſt by his Looks. 

The other Motive 
Why to a public Court I might not go, 
Is the great Love the People bear him, 


Who 


r 


„ 
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Who, dipping all his Faults in their Affection, 
Wou'd like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. 
Laer. And ſo I have a noble Father loſt, 
A Siſter driven into deſperate Terms, | 
Whoſe Worth, if Praiſes may go back again, 
Stood Challenger on Mount of all the Age 
For her Perfections. But my Revenge will come. 
King. Break not your Sleep for that: You mult not 
think 
That we are made of Stuff ſo flat and dull, 
That we can let our Beard be ſhook with Danger, 
And think it Paſtime : You ſhall ſoon hear more. 
I lov'd your Father, and we love ourſelf. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


37 


| How now! What News ? 


Me. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. Theſe to your 
Majeity: This to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ! Who brought them? 

Mei. Sailors, my Lord, they ſay; I faw them not: 
They were given to me by Claudio; he received them 
Of him that brought them. - 

King. Laertes, you thall hear them : leave us. 

[Ex. MeſT. 
High and Mighty! you ſhall know I am ſet naked on 
your Kingdom. 'To-morrow ſhall I beg Leave to ſee 
your Kingly Eyes; when J ſhall, firſt aſking your Par- 
don thereunto, recount the Occaſion of my ſudden 
* and moſt ſtrange Return.“ 
What ſhould this mean ? are all the reſt come back ? 
Or is it ſome Abuſe, and no ſuch Thing? 

Laer. Know you the Hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlet's Character. Naked 
And in a Poſtſcript here he ſays, alone: 

Can you adviſe me ? | 

Laer. I'm loſt in't, my Lord; but let him come. 
It warms the very Sickneſs of my Heart, | 
That I ſhall live to tell hun to nis Teeth, 

Thus didit thou. 

King. If it be ſo, Laertes, 

As how ſhoul'd it be fo : How otherwiſe ? —— 
Will you be rubd by me? | 
DI C5 Laer. 
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Laer. Ay, my Lord, ſo you will not o'er-rule me to a 


ng. To thine own Peace: If he be now return'd, 
As liking not his Voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an Exploit now ripe in my Device, 
Under the which he ſhall — chuſe but fall: | 
And for his Death no Wind of Blame ſhall breathe, 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the Practice, | 
And call it Accident. 
Lear. My Lord, I will be ruPd, 
The rather if you cou'd deviſe it fo, 
That I might be the Inſtrument. 
King. It falls right: 
You have been talk'd of fince your Travel much, 
And that in Hamle''s Hearing, for a Quality 
Wherein they ſay you ſhine. 
Lear. What Part is that, my Lord ? 
King. A very Feather in the Cap of Youth, 
Yet needful too. Two Months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy : 
Pve ſeen myſelf, and ſerv'd againſt, the French, 
And they can well on Horſeback : But this Gallant 
. Had Witchcraft in't, he grew into his Seat ; 
And to ſuch wond*rous Doin brought his Horſe, 
As he had been incorps'd and Demi-natur'd 
With the brave Beaſt ; ſo far he topp'd my Thought, 
That I in Forgery of Shapes and Tricks 
Came ſhort of what he did. 
Lear. A Norman was't ? 
] King. A Norman. 
| Laer. Upon my Life, Lamound. 
King. The very ſame. 
Laer. I know him well; he is indeed 
The Gem of all the Nation. 
King. He made Confeſſion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly Report, 
For Art and Exerciſe in your Defence, 
And for your Rapier moſt eſpecially, 
That he cry'd out, Twould be a Sight indeed, 
To ſee Laertes match'd. The Fencers of their Nation, 
He ſwore, had neither Motion, Guard, nor Eye, 


f you oppos'd them. Sir, this Report of his 


l 


Did , 


Prince of Denmark. 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his ; 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming over to play with him. 
Now out of this 

Laer. What of this, my Lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the — a Sorrow, 
A Face without a 

Laer. Why aſk Rem 

King. Not that I think * did not love your Father. 
But to the Buſineſs : 
Hamlet comes back : What would you undertake 
To ſhew yourſelf indeed your Father's Son, 
More than in Words ? 

— To cut his Throat th? Church. 

No Place indeed ſhould protect a Murderer, 

Reveng: ſhould have no Bounds: But, good Leartes, 
Keep cloſe within your Chamber; 
Hamlet return'd, ſhall know you are come Home. 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your Excellence, 
And ſet a double Varnith on the F ame 
The Frenchman gave bring you, in fine, together, 
And wager on — Heads. He e being remiſs, 
Moſt generous, and free from all contrivin 
Will not peruſe the Foils ; fo that with Eaſe, 
Or that with a little ning, you may chuſe 
A Sword unbated, and * in a Paſs of Practice 
Requite him for your Father's Death. 

Laer. I'll do't; 
And for the Purpoſe I'll anoint my Sword : 
I bought an Unction of a Mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a Knife in it, 
Where it draws Blood, no Cataplaſm fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can ſave the Thing from Death 
That is but ſcratch'd withal: Pl touch my Point 
With this Contagion, that if I gall him ſlightly, 
It may be Death. 

King. Let's further think of this; 
I hav't when in your Motion you are hot, 
And make your Bouts more violent to that End, 


| Rueen 
hw One Woe doth tread upon another's Heel, 
So faſt they follow : Your Sifters drown'd, Laerres. 
Laer. Drown'd ! O where? 
Queen. There's a Willow growing o'er a Brook, 
That ſhews his hoary Leaves i'th' g Stream, 
Near which fantaſtic Garlands ſhe did make 
Of Crow-flow'rs, Nettles, Daiſies, and long Purples. 
There on the pendant Boughs hex Coronet Weeds, 
Clamb'ring to hang, an envious Silver broke ; 
When down her weedy Trophies, and herſelf, 
Fell in the weeping 
Laer. Alas then, ſhe is drown'd. 
Dueen. Drown'd, drown'd. | 
Laer. Too much of Water haſt thou, poor Ophelia. 
And therefore I forbid my Tears: But yet 
It is our Trick. Nature her Cuſtom holds, 
Let Shame fay what it will. Adieu, my Lord! 
I have a Fire that fain would Blaze, 
But that this Folly drowns it. [Ex. 
King. Let's follow, Gertrude ; 
How much had I to do to calm his Rage ! 
Nou I fear this will give it ſtart again; 
Therefore let's follow. [ Exeunt. 


ACT. 
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ACT V. SCENE'L 


Enter two Grave-diggers. 


1 Grave. VS ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian Burial, when 
ſhe wilfully ſeeks her own Salvation ? 

2 Grave. I tell thee ſhe is; therefore make her Grave 
trait ; the Crowner hath ſet on her, and finds it Chriſ- 
tian Burial. 

1 Grave. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drown'd her- 
ſelf in her own Defence ? 

2 Grave. Why tis found fo. 

1 Grave. It muſt be % o , gm it cannot be elſe. 
For here hes the Point ; if I drown myſelf wittingly, it 
argues an Act; and an Act hath three Branches: It is 
to act, to do, and to perform; argal, ſhe 2 
herſelf wirtngly. 

2 Grave. Nay, but hear you, Goodman Delver. 

1 Grave. Give me Leave; here lies the Water, good: 
here ſtands the Man, good: If the Man go to this Water, 
and drown himſelf, it 15, will he, nill he, he goes ; mark 
you that: But if the Water come to him, and drown 
him,” he drowns not himſelf: argal, he that is not tguilty 
of his own Death, ſhortens not his own Life. 

2 Grave. But is this Law ? | 

1 Grave. Ay marry is't, the Crowner's Queſt-Law. | 

2 Grave, Will you have the Truth on't ! If this had 
not been a Gentlewoman, ſhe would have been buried 
without Chriſtian Burial. 

2 Grave. Why, there thou ſaid'ſt ; and the more Pity 
that great Folk ſhould have Countenance in the World 
to drown or hang themſclves, more than we. Come, my 
Spade; there is no antient Gentlemen but Gardeners, 
Pitchers, and Grave-diggers; they hold up Adam's Pro- 

hon. 

2 Grave. Was he a Gentleman? 

1 Grave. He was the firſt that ever bore Arms. 

Pl put another Queſtion to thee, if thou — « me 
not to the Purpoſe, confeſs thyſelf —— 
2 Gr Ae. tO. 
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1 Grave. What is he that builds ſtronger than either 
the Maſon, the Shipwright, or the C ter ? 

2 Grave. The Gallows-maker, for Frame out- 
lives a Thouſand Tenants. 

1 Grave. I like thy Wit well; the Gallows does 
well : But how does it well ? It does well to thoſe that 
do ill: Now thou do'ſt ill to ſay the Gallows is built 
ſtronger than the Church; orga/, the Gallows may do 

well to thee. To't again, come. 
2 Grave. Who builds fronger than a Maſon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter? | ; 

1 Grave. Ay, tell me that and unyoke. 

2 Grave. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Grave. To't. 

2 Grave. Maſs, I cannot tell. 

1 Grave. — thy Brains no more about it ; for 
your dull Afs will not amend his Pace with Beating ; 
and when thou art afk'd this Queſtion next, ſay, A Grave- 
.< ; the Houſes he makes laſt till Doomſday. 

To, get thee in, and fetch me a Stoop of Liquor. 

[ Exit. 2 Grave. 
In Youth, when I did hwe, did love, 
Methought it was wery faveet ; 
To contract, O, the Time for, a my behove 

O, methought there was nothing /o meet. 

Exter Hamlet and Horatio. | 

Ham. Has this Fellow no Feeling in his Buſineſs, that 
he ſings at Grave-making ? 

Hor. Cuſtom hath made it in him a Property of Eaſineſs. 

Ham. Tis e'en fo, the Hand of little Employment 
- hath the daintier Senſe. 

Grave. But Age with ſtealing Steps 

Hath claww'd me in his Clutch; 
And hath ſbipp d me into the Land, 

| As if bad never been ſuch. 

Ham. That Skull had a Tongue in't, and could ſing 
once; how the Knave jowls it to the Ground, as if *twere 
Cain's Jaw-bone, that did the firſt Murder. This might 
be the Pate of a Politician which this Aſs now o'er-rea- 
ches; one that would circumvent Heaven,” might it not? 

Her. It might, my Lord. 


Ham. 
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Ham. Did theſe Bones coſt no more the Breeding but 
to play at Loggers with them ? Mine ach to think on't. 
rave. 4 Pick-ax and a Spade, a Spade, 
For—and a fbrowding Sheet / 
Or a Pit of Clay—for to be made 
For ſuch à Gueſt is meet. | 
Ham. There's another. Why may not that be the 
Skull of a Lawyer? Where be his Quiddities now? His 


3 ? His Caſes? His Tenures and his Tricks? 


Why does he ſuffer this rude Knave now to knock him 
about the Sconce with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell 
him of his Action of Battery ? I will ſpeak to this Fel- 


i low. Whoſe Grave's this Sirrah ? 


Grave. Mine, Si 
O, „Pit of Clay, &e. [ Sings. 

Ham. I think it's thine, indeed; for thou ly'ſt in't. 

Grawe. You lie out on't, Sir, and therefore tis not 
yours. For my Part I do not lie in't, yet it's mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lic in't, to be in't and ſay it is thine; 
P For the Dead, and not for the Quick, therefore 

u lyſt. 

Grave. *T'is a quick Lie, Sir, *twill again from me 
to you. 

Ham. What Man doſt theu dig it for? 

Grave. For no Man, Sir. 

Ham. What Woman then ? 

Grave. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 4 

Grawe. One that was a Woman, Sir; but reſt her 
Soul, ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the Knave is? We muſt = 
the Card, or Equivocation will undo us. How long h 
thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Grade. Of all the Days i' th' Year, I came to't that 
Day our laſt King Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long 1s that fince ? | 

Grave. Cannot you tell that? Every Fool can tell 
that ; it was that very Day that young Hamlet was born, 
he that is mad and ſent into England. 

Ham. Ay marry, why was he ſent into Erxpland? 

Grave. Why! becauſe he was mad; he ſhall recover 


dis Wits there, or if he donot, tis no great Matter there. 


Ham. 


__. lame Scull, Sir, was Yorict's Sc 
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Crave. "Pw 

Grave. "Twill not be ſeen in him there; thas are 
Men as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Grave. Very ſtrangely, they ſay. 

Ham. How ſt 
2 Faith, een h loſing his Wits. 

Upon what Ground? 

— hy here, in Denmark, ; where I have hos 
Sexton, Man and Boy, thirty Years. 

Ham. How long will a Man lie i'th* Earth ere he rot? 
_ Grave. Faith, 15 
have many a pocky Corſe, that will ſcarce hold the layin 
in, he will laſt you ſome eight Years, or nine Years : * 
Tanner will lait you nine Years. 

Ham. Why ham more than another ? 

Grave. Why, Sir, his Hide is fo tann'd with his Trade, 
that he will keep out Water a great while; and your Water 
is a ſore Decayer of your whoreſon dead Body : Here's a 
Scull now hath lain i' th“ Earth three and twenty Years. 

Ham. Whoſe was it ? 


Grave. A whoreſon mad Fellow it was ; whoſe * you 


thank it was ? 
Ham. Nay, I know not. 
Grave. A Peſtilence on him for a mad Rogue he 
pour'd a Flagon of Rheniſh on my Head once: This 
all, the King's Jeſter. 
Ham. This ? 
© Grave. Even that. 


Ham. Alas, poor Yorick / I knew him well, Horatio; 


a Fellow of infinite Jeſts ; of moſt excellent Fancy; he 


hath borne me on his Back a thouſand Times: Here hung 
thoſe Lips thatT have kiſſed I know not how oft. Where 
be your Gibes now ? Your Jeſts? Your Songs? Your 
Flaſhes of Meriment, that were wont to ſet t TOs 
on a Roar? Not one now to mock your own Grinnin . 
Di hop-fal'n! Now get you to my Lady's Tab 
and tell her, let her paint an Inch to this Com- 
lexion ſhe muſt come; make her laugh at that. 
rithee, Horatio, tell me one _—_— 

Hor. What's that, my Lord 


Ham. Doſt thou dat Aber looks © this Flhits 
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he be not rotten before he die, as we 
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« But ſoft, but ſoft awhile, here come 1 * Kin 


Pie of Denmark: 3 6 


Mor. Even fo. mam 
Ham. And ſmelt io? pab.! [ Smelling to the ScuB. 
Hor. E'en fo, my Lord. 

Ham. Towhat baſe Uſes wemayreturn, Bürste“ Why 
may not Imagination trace the noble Duſt of Alexander, 
till we find it ſtopping a Bung-hole ? 

Hor. Twere to confider too curiouſly to conſider fo. 

Ham. No, Faith, not a Jot ; but to follow him thither 
with Modeſty enough, and Likelihood to lead it; as thus: 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexanderreturneth 
io Duſt ; the Duſtis Earth; of Earth we make Lome, and 
why of that Lome whereto he was converted, might 
they not ſtop a Beer-Barrel ? 
Imperial Cæſar, dead, and turn'd to Clay, 

Might ſtop a Hole to keep the Wind away : 
O, that that Earth, which kept the World in £8 
Should patch a Wall t'expel the Winter's Flaw! | 


Scene draws and diſcover; the King, Queen, * and ' 
Prieſt, with a Cocke. 


The Queen, and all the Court. Who's — ſollow, 

And with ſuch maimed Rites? This doth betoken. 

The Corſe they follow did with deſperate Hang 

Deſtroy its own Life ; © *twere of ſome Eſtate 3 ? 

Stand by awhile and mark. L 

3 ” What Ceremony elſe ? 
Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth. . 
Laer. What Ceremony elle ? l 
Prieſt. Her Obſequies have been as far ee 

As we have Warranty; her Death was doubth 

And, but that great Command o'er- ſways the Order; 

She ſhould in Ground unſanctify'd be lodg'd : 

For charitable Prayers, 

Flnts and Pebbles ſhould be thrown upon her; 

Yet here ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, - 

Her Maiden Strewments, and the bringing Home 3 

Of Bell and Burial. > __ 
Laer. Mult there no more be done? N 


Prieſt. No moxe ; 
phane the Service of the Dead, 


We ſhou 
To ſing a Wyuien, and ſuch Reſt to her 
As to peace parted Souls. 


| Larr. Lay her th Earth; _ 


og 


And from her fair and unpolluted Fleſh, 


May Violets ſpring ! I tell thee, churliſn Prieſt, 
A miniſtri 1 


When thou ly ſt 
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia / 
Dueen. Sweets to the Sweet, farewel ! 
| [Throws in a Garland of Flowers, 
I hop'd thou would'ſ have been my Hamlet s Wife ; 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deck'd, fweet Maid, 
And not have ſtrew'd thy Grave. 
Laer. O treble Woe 
- Fall ten Times double on that curſed Head, 
Whoſe wicked Deed depriv'd thee of 
Thy molt ingenious Senſe ! Hold off the Earth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in my Arms: 
Now pile your Duſt upon the Quik 2a Dea _ 
ow upon ick an 
Till of this Flat a Mountain you have made, 
T*&er-top old Pallen, or the ſkyiſh Head 


Of blue Olympus. 
Han. What is he, whoſe Griefs 
Bear ſuch an hafis ? Whoſe Phraſe of Sorrow 

Conjures the wand” ring Stars, and makes them ſtand 

Like wonder-wounded Hearers? It s I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [ Leaps into the Grave. 
Laer. Perdition catch thee! [Grappling with him, 
Ham. Thou pray*ſt not well. 

pI take thy Fingers from my Throat. 

or though I am not ſplenetive and raſh, 

Yet have I in me ſomething dangerous, 

Which let thy Wiſdom fear Hold off thy Hand. 
King. Pluck them aſunder. 

Ham. Why, I'Il fight with him upon this Theme 

Until my Eye-lids will no longer wag. 
Daueen. O my Son! What Theme? ' . 

Ham. I lov'd Ophelia; forty Thouſand Brothers 

Could not with all their Quantity of Love 

Make up my Sum. What wilt thou do for her ? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 
Ham. Shew me what thou wilt do. 


Wilt weep? Wilt fight? Wilt faſt ? Wilt tear thyſelf ? 


Wilt drink up Eiſel? Eat a Crocodile? 
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Prince of Denmark. 
PH do't. Doſt thou come hither but to whine ? 
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To out- face me with leaping in her Grave? - 


Be bury'd quick with her; and ſo will I. 


And if thou of Mountains, let them throw 


ers, 


You do remember all the Circumſtance ? 


id. 


to know him. 
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' Singeing his Pate againſt the gry hom 


rit: your Bonnet to its right uſe, tis for the Heads” 


Millions of on us, till our Ground, 
Make Ca like a Wart! Nay, and 't mouth, 
PI rant as well thou. 
veer. This is mere Madneſs ; 

And thus a- while the Fit will work on him : 
Anon, as patient as the Female Dove, | 
When firſt her golden Couplets are diſclog'd, : 
His Silence will fit drooping. \I 

Ham. Hear you, Sir, 
What is the Reaſon that you uſe me thus ? 


I lov'd you ever: But it is no Matter 


Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, ; 
The Cat will mew, the Dog will have his Day. [ Exit. 
King. I pray thee, Horatio, wait upon him. 

; [Exir. Hor. 
Strengthen your Patience in our laſt Night's Speech. 


[To Laertes. 
We'll put the Matter to the preſent Puſh 
Good Gertrude, ſet ſome Watch over your Son. 
This Grave ſhall have a living Monument. [Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. So much for this, now you ſhall ſee th'other. 


Hor. Remember it, my Lord ? 
Enter Oftrick. | 
OF. Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmark, 
Ham. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
Doſt know this Waterfly ? 
Hor. No, my good Lord. « 
Ham. Thy State is the more gracious ; for tis aVice 


Of. Sweet Lord, if your Lordſhip were at Leiſure, I 
ſhould impart a Thing to you from his Majeſty. 
Ham. I will receive it, Sir, with all Diligence of Spi- 


Of. I thank your Lordſhip, tis very hot. T 
Ham. No, believe me, tis very cold; the Winds 


"mM A. 


Of. E 
111 Gi Lnk his Majoley bid me fgnify 
ead; 


Ham. I beſeech you remember. 
Of. Nay, good my Lord, for my Eaſe.—Sir, here is | 
newly come to Court Laertes, believe me an abſolute 


ly, my Lord, it is very ſultry as 'twere 2 


Gentleman, full of moſt excellent Differences, of very 
foft Society, and great Shew ; indeed, to ſpeak feeling - 
of him, he is the very Card or Kalender of Gentry, 
you ſhall find in him the Subſtance of what Part a 
Gentleman would ſee. 

Ham. What imports the Nomination of this Gentle- 
man ? 

. Of Laertes ? 

Of hun, Sir. | . 
. You are net ignorant of what Excellence Laerter is. 
Han. I dare not confeſs that, leſt I ſhould compare with 
. him in Excellence ; for to know a Man well, were to 

know himſelf. | 

OF. I mean, Sir, for his Weapon. 

Ham What's his Weapon ? | 
OF. Single Rapier. 
The King, Sir, hath wager'd with him fix Barbary 
Horſes, againſt which he has impawn'd, as I take it, 
fix French Rapiers and Poniards, with their A ſigns, as 
Girdle, Hanger, and fo——three of the Carriages are 
| _ dear to Fancy, very reſponſive to the Hilts, molt 
delicate Carnages, and of very liberal Conceit. | 

Ham. What call you the Carriages ? 

Of. The Carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham. The Phraſe would be more germain to the Mat- 
ter, if we carried a Cannon by our Sides. But on; fix 
Barbary Horſes againf tix French Swords, their Poniards 
and Aſſigns, and three liberal-conceited Carriages ; that's 
the French Bet againſt the Daniſb, as I take it. 

OF. The King hath laid, Sir, that in a Dozen Paſſes 
between yourſelf and him, he ſhall not exceed you three 


Hits; he hath laid twelve to nine, and it would come tor 


—_— 


a 4 iu. ucic 77 


18, 


gh 


EE 2 


3 mmediate Trial, if your Lordſhip would vouchſafe the 


f How if I anſwer No? | 
= I mean, my Lord, the Oppoſition of your Perſon 


12 Sir, I will walk here in the Hall; if it pleaſe his 
Majeſty, it is the breathing Time of the Day with me; 
et the Foils be brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
ing hold his Pu „Iwill win for him if I can; if not, 
Iwill gain _— but my Shame, and the odd Hits. 
O/. Shall I deliver it fo? 
Ham. To this Effect, Sir, after what Flouriſh your 


— 


Nature will. 

Of. I commend my Duty to your Lordſhip. [Ex. 

Hor. You will loſe, my Lord. 

Ham. I do not think ſo; ſince he went to France, I 
have been in continual Practice; I ſhall win at the Odds. 
Thou would'ſt not think how ill als here about my 
Heart; but it's no Matter. 

Hor. Nay, my Lord. 

Ham. It is but Foolery ; but it is ſach a Kind of 
Boding, as would perhaps trouble a Woman. 

Hor. If your Mind diſlike any Thing, obey it: I will 
foreſtal their Repair hither, and ſay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a Whit, we defy Augury. [ Exeunt. 


Scene dragus and diſcovers King, Queen, Laertes, Gentle- 
men ard Guards. Re-enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
King. Come, Hamlet, come and take this Hand fromme. 
Ham. Give me your Pardon, Sir; I've done you wrong; 

Butpardon't,as you are aGentleman; this Pabant knows 

And you mutt needs have heard, how I am puniſh'd 

With a fore Diſtraction. What I have done, 

That might your Nature, Honour, and Exception 

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was Madnets. 

Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd Evil 

Free me ſo far in your moſt gen'rous Thoughts, 

That I have ſhot mine Arrow o'er the Houſe, 

And hurt my Brother. 

Laer. I am ſatisfied in Nature, | 

Whoſe Motive, in this Caſe ſhould ftir me moſt 

To my Revenge. "I 

I da;recive your offer'd Love like Love, 

Aud will not wrong it. 


PII be foil, Laertes ; in mine Ignorance 
Your Skill ſhall like a Star rh? darkeſt Night appear. 
Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham. No, on my Honour. 
King. Give me the Foils, young Ofrick. Couſin Han- 
let, you _ the . 
well, m 
Your 1 9 laid "ad: o'th* weaker Side. 
King. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both; 
But fince he's better'd, we have therefore Odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me fee another. 
Ham. This likes me well: theſe Foils have all 22 ? 
Of. Ay, my good Lord. 
King. Give me a Bowl of Wine. 
IF Hamlet give the firſt or ſecond Hit, 
Or quit in Anſwer of the third Exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire ; 
The King ſhall drink to Hamler's better Breath: 
And in 2 Cup an Onyx ſhall he throw, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive Kings 
In Denmark's Crown have worn. Give me the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet ſpeak, 
The Trumpets to the Cannoneer without, 
The Cannons to the Heav'ns, the Heav'ns to earth. 
Now the King drinks to Hamlt. Come begin; 
[T rumpets the whik, 
And you the Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham. Come on, Sir. 
Laer. Come, my Lord. 
Ham. One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. Judgment. 
Of. A Hit, a very palpable Hit. 
[ Drums, Trumpets, and 
Laer. Well—again. [F Lars. piece 22 
_ King. Stay, give me the Drink. Hamit, 


is thine. Here's to thy Health. Give him dee 
Ham. L'Il play this Bout firſt, ſet it by a while. =” 
Come—another Hit—what ſay you ? 
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— have n I : pardon 

ween. I have my ; I pray you me. 
7 It is the poiſon'd Cup, L is too late [ Aid. 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, Madam; by-and-by. 
Laer. PII hit him now. And yet it is almoſt againſt 
my Conſcience. Aae. 

Ham. Come, for the third; Laertes, you but dally; 
Ly you preſs with your beſt Violence, 
I'm ſure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo? . on. p by 72. 
[Laertes wounds Hamlet, then in ſcuſſting t change Ra- 

iers, and Hamlet wwou Les. | 

King. Part them, they are incens'd. 

Ham. * Nay, come again.” 

O. Look to the Queen there, ho! 

Hor. How is it, my Lord? 

Of. How is't Laertes ? | 

Laer. Why, as a Woodcock caught in mine own 
Springe; I'm juſtly killed with mine own Treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queen ? | 

King. She ſwoons to ſee them bleed. ( Hamlet, 

Queen. No, no, the Drink, the Drink, —O my dear 


The Drink, the Drink—Pm poiſon'd. [ She dies. 


Ham. O Villany! ho! let the door be locked? 
Treachery ! ſeek it out. k 

Laer. It is here. Hamlet, thou art ſlain ; 
No Medicine in the world can do thee good; 
In thee there's not half an Hour's hfe ; 
The treach'rous Inſtrument is in thy Hand, 
Unbated and envenom'd : the foul Fractice 
Hath turn'd itfetf on me. Lo! here I he, 
Never to riſe again; thy Mother's poiſon'd ; 
I can no more—the King, the King's too blame. | 
Ham. The Point envenom'd too? Then Venom, do 
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thy Work. Stabs the King. 
Here, thou inceſtuous Dane ; ( 
F _ my Mother. * [ King dies. 
r. He's juſtly ſerved; it is a Poiſon temper'd 
hamſfelf.” * 
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Exchange — with me, noble Hamier ; 
Mine and my Father's Death come not on thee, 
Nor thine on me! 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow 
© Pm dead, Horatio; * wretched Queen, farewel ! 
You that look and tremble at this Chance, 
That are but Mutes or Audience to this Act, 
Had I but Time, as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is ſtrict in his Arreſt) O! I could tell you— 
But let it he— Horatio, I am dying. 
Thou liv'f ; report me and my Cauſe arigh 
To the unfatisfy'd. 
Hor. Never believe it. 
Fm more an antique Roman than a Dare, 
Here's yet ſome Liquor left. 
Ham. As thou'rt a Man, 
Give me the Cup; let go, Pll hav't, 
O good Horatio, what a wounded Name, a 
Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind me? 3 
If thou didſt ever hold me in thy Heart, i N 
Abſent thee from F _ awhile, XxX 
And in this harth World draw thy Breath in Pain, 
To tell my Story. [ March 2 off, and ſhout within 
Enter Oftrick 
"Of. Young Fortinbras, with Co nqueſt come from Poland} 
To th* Embaſſadors of England give this warlike Volley, 
Ham. O! I die, Horat:o : 
The potent Poiſon quite o'er-grows my Spirit; 
I cannot live to hear the News from England, 
But I do prophecy, th' Election ligh 
On Fortinbras ; he has my on lights 
So tell him, with th* Occurrents more or leſs 
Which have follicited. O——the reſt is Silence. [ Dien 
Hor. Now cracks the Cordage of a noble Heart; 
Good-night, ſweet Prince, 
And Choirs of Angels ſing thee to thy Reſt. 
Take up#*he Bodies; ſuck a Sight as this | 
| Becomes the Field, but here ſhews much amiſs. [La 
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